A Possible Epilogue 


The daily reminder. Be kinder. Even a Possible Epilogue. Personal note, if you still are able to read. Never 
unpin this daily reminder. The daily reminder. Good morning? Timeline. The Trinity tipi that moves around. 
Atlantean. Mayan. Egypt. Older alliance. Italian. Japan. Germany. Cold war. USA. USSR “Airbridge Berlin”. 
Guess it moved to a bigger bread basket. Mother Russia. Obligards then fed up, demanding Sex in London 

in the 90s(?). Is it just me. Tic-Toc. Beginning to sound and smell, like the old East and West drama? Time- 
line weird. Someone trying to alternate the Timeline. But how? If time is an illusion. A manmade clockwork. 
Mother nature on the clock? Oh, fuck. The Trinity tipi that moves around. Atlantean. Mayan. Egypt. Ne- 
cropolis. AMEN. Is it just me. Tic-Toc? Beginning to sound and smell, like the old Necropolis? Timeline is 
weird. Some people wanting the cold war back. But still. Modern science have agreed on the terminolgy of us 
beings classified as humanoids, along with the greater apes, as being omnivore creatures. Old news. Charles 
Darwin. But good food, still depends on what you put in it. Wouldn't you say. But the visual apperance of us 
as some herbivore creature, the polak piano dentures with no fangs? People still not really buying it. Gandalf 
the Grey, afraid of birds? Hor den lille stzer, den er ah sa forngjet. Then followed by Aunt May’s 1st of May 
Sirene. Dead bird falling aff a dead tree? WhatTheFuck is up with that? Se den lille steer, but where? Jeg bliver 
sa seer of tveer. Googling on Google: How to grow wheat in crop circles! Very decorative corn/crop circles 
but... Huh? Automated irrigation and harvest from the center. Det evigt sporgende sorgende problem barn. 
When you think along such lines, the inner kinetic energy transferal. Retten ogsa kaldet den breendende 
kzerlighed blev som sagt skabt i Dachau. Dachau is a town in the Upper Bavaria district of Bavaria, a state 

in the southern part of Germany. Invented by the German chef Gunther Krauss Nederhassen. Kraut? Nah... 
not today, too saur. I det mindste er der grill kylling i oven, tror jeg nok? Historiens mange hgjkulturer. Den 
italienske hgjkulturs hajbelagte smoerrebred. Den tyske hojkulturs hojbelagte smorrebrod. Den egyptiske ho- 
jkulturs hojbelagte smgorebrod. Oh..no! Two circumsized members? (Smorrebrod). Den franske hojkulturs 
hojbelagte smorrebrod. What else? Continue amongst ourselfs. Al i rejer. Fact is that, most nations on Earth 
robbed old Egypt into ruins at one point or another. Be it french or german or other. Greece....the list goes 
on. Er den lige pa vippen? Some wished for the Cold war to come back since 2007? Allah Isra....why...minus 
the EL of Israel? Think about it. (Elohim). But why? Believe that El Shaddei was of Arab origin. Why not just 
leave it in there, a sword swings both ways? Allah Isra. Thought we had past most binaries and zebras along 
the way? Gud er kriminel grundet EL. God is criminal due to electricity. Thought we had past the elements of 
Nationalism and patriotism, I was wrong. Den internationale statsborger? Most definitely wrong. Some still 
name it divide and conquer. Sexual for some, non-sexual for others. Love and War. Toy noise by Tolstoj, or is 
it the other way round. Spacegun blazer with a whole 72 different noises. Is it a spelling helling error? Buock? 
Why change a thing. Codex. IS IT A MOTHERFUCKING SPELLING ERROR? The idiot in three languages. 
Drinking Whiskey till you shit the teeth out through your asshole. Loose half your teeth. Then swear on the 
bible and dictate the bible from A to Z. Danish translation: I besyndelsen var horet i hud. Another fucked 

up assholed version of the King James bible, but of the year 2343 AD? Tic-Toc. It could be worse, nee teeth. 
Two baboons doing an Uuh..Uuh..dictation. The Egyptian book of the dead. Ga med hud. Huh? I would hate 
to loose it. So in the beginning the Sin resided in Skin? As good a translation as any. Oh..shite! For Guden 
ud! Men jeg er ikke skide treengende lige nu? Gott mit uns. Huh? Men A ka kun e tre sprog. Excusez-moi or 
is it excuse me. Ja, dz ligger da gu nok lidt teet op a hinanen. Fy for Fanden. Er manen fuld? Nah..all out of 
Whiskey. Totally haram drinking in daylight hours, but not water. EAD. If thou must eat, then eat after dusk. 
But always have mercy on the breadwinner and the breadsinner. Nade med overmade leder til overveegt. And 
then you die. Huh? Det rene galskab. Orkestergraven og de skide violiner. Kitty paw violinen ma tage den i 
nedlobet. De der violin strenge er da veest veer lavet a af katte tarme, hva me hestetarme, er dz sa celloen? Og 
hva me elefant tarme, Elefant tarme? Det ma da vere strengene til bassen. Ja, det lyyer ik saen med trompe- 
ten? For as long as on-line intel exists. All know the story, everybody feeling sorry for poor old Henny (Male). 
Putting a gun in his mouth blowing his brains out, but actually throwing Rockefellar off his tower. The Djinn 
Mufaarh Eblis. Taking over. Maybe there are certain things worse than Death, like life itself, if you believe 
death as being a reality. The Earth realm of the Earth pig. Jordsvinet og den latinske betegnelse: 


Terra Pigamus Faecetimus. Oh well, looks latin enough. Most people naming it Mufaarh Eblis. The white 
meat. Or is it Djinn? Gin and tonic, coming right up, Sir..!.. 

A legit question. What’s the difference between Spirit & Soul? Can you give practical & particular examples? 
From my perspective. The spirit is external and the soul is internal and eternal. In the terminology of ki- 
netic inner energy structures and healing, lore of it is still the old zen and asian arci-puncture. But modern 
Einstein living problably wiped out that pratice long ago. Wonder if it still is around. Some do say we need 
the ground to ground ourselfs, so the energies will flow through us. But let’s face it. A planet of flat-earthers 
in ground housing units of one level housing units can never hold the entire population of Earth. King or 
Pharaoh. The Egyptian cupbearer? Evil? Did they have bra’s back then. Looks that way. Jupiter cups? Nah... 
mercury cups. Better off with pottery. Two wrongs doesnt make one right. Two evils doesnt make one good, 
nor can it be of one truth. Amen unto Amenta. The Green Osiris serpent’s living is simple. Is it raining! Yes or 
no? I just hate snow. 

Twenty years of ecavation of the old globe theater from William Shakespeare time, reconstructed and re- 
build and celebrated. Or is it? This will sound out there. And if it some plonker just is pushing time buttons? 
Something to do? It leads on to many other mysteries. Like what is this place truely? Mother Earth? The Peb- 
blesome no.6: Do you throw a pebble at two rocks or do you throw two rocks against one hard pebble? Very 
poetic. But might need some work. Maybe even use lupe turning it, around Dryhee. Roseman or Romance? 
William Shakespeare definitely got bitten by a Rose. 


Once upon a time beyond the fabric of time, itself: A birth of tales once upon a time, beyond the fabric of 
creation, itself. Creation. A myst of creation. The mist of creation. Stones floating, from the great destructive 
cosmic event, in the lost void of matter upon matter, binding it by pure force. The binding of the Holy Trinity. 
The binding of the Holy Djinns. Matter collided unto matter and binding the planet of Earth, past it’s own de- 
struction, by the hand of the Creator's thought. The drop of life, like blood spilled upon the curseth Earth. An 
Egyptian Ankh of life, creating a heaven for Binah. The tear of black Binah. Her seeing element, the pupil in 
the iris, the pupils in our seeing eyes, to birth beauty, but only to gaze upon the horrors of hell’s fury. And so 
all of the creatures, became angelical self-aware. Angelical self-awareness. Creating a tear in the eye of Ra. The 
externals of the Djinns, with the powers to bind and all the animals became smitten by the internal binding 
of immortal souls, the internals. Possessed and protected by the eternal Djinns. ‘The creature itself, becoming 
self-aware. Trees shooting through the dark soil of old religion, but only to birth an ancient Luciferian reign, 
by some old Entish trees, always tending crowns, but also reducing men, to be nothing more than wood. A 
mighty tree, that is lost, endlessly seeking the dark, it’s dead roots always seeking light, in order to harnish the 
light, so it may birth crowns. A lost tree with ten branches seeking ten roots, and not tending it’s own crown. 
The Green crowns that birth our air, holding the Djinns. The Mayan Crown holding the divine count of twen- 
ty. A long count calendar coming full circle. The Slave labour by female labor, done by a dead spine, not being 
able to curl nor twirl, nor to be crowned at the summit of mountains. The orphants of the dead roots. There- 
fore try the Eastern promise. Therefore do have mercy on all of our souls, bearing crowns and crosses. Be it 
the crown of a Mayan or the crown of a Pharaoh. The Cobra and the Vulture. No Crown without trust and no 
Crown without roots. No mind without knowing and no minds without words. No sound without birds and 
no singing without any vibrations. No self without ego, which is a God given. No wisdom without the shad- 
ow of a doubt, which is a God given. No heart without sense and no soul without a heart. No beauty without 
any strength and no beast without any fornications. No mercy without pity, which is a God granted. No body 
without a vessel and no Ka without a pod. No origin without roots and no roots without the crown of beasts. 
No soul without insights, which is a God given. No realms without a base and no home for the homeless 

of hearts. Therefore crucify the Gods and God, alike. In the name of love. What more in the name of love. 
Fairytales of flesh and blood, resurrected by the blood of the Ancients, by the forceful powers of the almighty 
Djinns. Amen. The Night elfs always seeking the dawn, but at nighttime. Therefore, always call in the name of 
Ra, holding the day, twilight and night. Holding Dawn, Twilight and Dusk. Amen unto Amenta. Allah isra. 


(Arabic) 


DXXDIXIXD KX XXXII WICCAN RIXIXXXIX XXXII KIXIXIXDIXIX KIX: XXIII, DX, EXD, XIII. XII. XXX. XIX 
DXDXIXIX KX XXX MIXX: KIX! XIX XX XIX XIX KIMI XIX. IXIXIXIX) KX XXX KX XXX 
DXDXXX KXDXDIXIN KX KIX XXX XIX XXIII XIX EXD XXX. XXX XXX KIMI! KIX) KX XX 
DOXDIXDXIX XIX) KXIXXIXIXIX KX DX XXIII XXII XI XXX 2X XIX KIX) KIX, KIX XXIII KX 
DIXDXIXIX) KX KIX) KX XXX KIX XXXII XXX KD KIX XXXII KX 
DXDXXX KX XXX XXII XIX XXIII XXIII KIX KX KIX KIX) XXX XXXII 
XDD XXXII XX) KX XXX XXX EXD XXXII DX IXIIXIMIXIX DX XI XIX XXII XX XXX. XXX! 
DOXDXXXD XXX XXII! XXX! XXX XIX! XXXII XIII MIXX XXX KX EXD XXX XXXII KX 
DX! XXDXDIXI, KIXXIX) KX XD XIX) KIX! XIX EXD XXII XXIII XIX EXD XXIII, KX) KIX XX 
DXDXIX DDD EXD) DDD EDX DDE XOX! XDD XDI XIII DX) XIII DD XD DIX XIX XIX! XX! XIX 
DAD EXD) DXDT XIX! DX DIX! XIX. XIX! XII! DX EXIM XX XIX) XIX) KIX, KIKI EXD XXX! XXXII XXX! 
DAD DDD DEX DIX XDD XDI XDI. DX XIX DID XXIII DEXA KD DIX XIX. XX! XD XDD XII EXD XIX! XIX! 
DIX KDI! XX) EX XIII EXD XXX XXXII KIX XXX XXX KIX XIXIXIIX. KIX, KIX XXXII 
DOXDXIXIX) KX EX) XXX XXX! EX XIII, XXX XI XXXII XXII! KIX! XXX KIX KX KX, KX 
DXDXX KXXDIXX 


Not to offend nor provoke all the Arab speaking nations, but ask yourself: Is it a God given or a God grant- 
ed? Think the jury is out on that one. But if it details the act of killing another human being, then fuck me. 
ALLAH ISRA. Given a certain light. The very word of Muslim is to be considered as being Haram. That is, 
unless you drool like a Danish Pig or drool as an Indian Holy Cow. Always use the word Arab. As goes for 
the claim of Godly immortality, the fresh Serpent meat placed on a hot barbecue grill, have always raised an 
eyebrow or two. The Serpent all divine. Divine as it truely is. ALLAH ISRA. Hoping that the next dish will be 
of a white Chef, last order was a tad unforgiveable, definitely unforgetable. Wood, son? Nah. But definitely 
wood in my dish. Hard to tolerate. How do you even define wood? Think the morning wood left to the East. 
ALLAH ISRA. May you be most merciful and peace be upon you. But is the Copycat and paste, in full order? 
This is all news to me, but maybe the oldest news in existence, I don't really know? This is all geek greek to 
me? My safe marker being, that the above mentioned quotation in the arabic typefont, is all news to me. And 
I only know a few lines of the old Scottish gaelic tongue, so my safe marker would then be the line: I don't 
even know what the above mentioned text says, it is literary old geek greek to me, my safe marker then being: 
I don't really know what the fuck I am doing. It can only become undefineable lore to me, of the Dragon’s 
Trinity lore. The Crow Religion of lettes, that all creatives worship, to bear as their Cross. But it got me this 
far, right! I do the best I can (Tutu). Tutu said the locomotive. I am, however, capable of reading the Opener, 
in the King’s and Queen's English. Amen unto Amenta. Allah isra. I have always called out in the name of Ra, 
and will do so, for as long, as my light and soul continues. Allah isra. So humans need damage and destruc- 
tion to prove time to be liniar, which I dont even believe in? But also proving that the Earth is flat. Which I 
do not believe in. Not really into numbers, but always high on numbers around 40%. (Alcohol). Is that then 
damage control? Destruction? Why? Einstein knew of Pythagoras, surely. But as goes for liniar time. Atlan- 
tean. Mayan. Egyptian. Necropolis. We still seek a name for God, in the name of God. Once an Amen was 
enough. 


History of hats? WhatTheFuck was here first? Hair or crown? Maybe a hairy crown. Money for the hairdress- 
er? Buy a babybliss hairtrimmer or go see hairdresser Colin. And get yee hair ruined? Worlds first hat? The 
club most likely in the colour red. There is the bowlerhat and once a tophat. Whatelse? Cowboyhat with or 
without arrow. The bonnet in all kinds of colours, sometimes red. Club? Nah. Most likely Pub, Bar or Disco. 
You know civilisation. All kinds of feather hats from the Chieftain’s tribal crown till a crow loosing a feather 
in your hair with a bird dropping. Hats? The Napoleon hat. Whatelse? All kinds of Combat helmets to avoid 
red bonnet. New hats. A Cuckoo hat. What would that look like? Dunno? What else? The pussy hat? Heard of 
it. Huh? Basically the Napoleon hat, but seen from above. Fuckface hat? Masques. Renaissance masques for 
seances of sexual nature. All kinds of tribal masques. Baseball caps. All kinds of different caps. What about 
cups? Dunno! Women say the cups do differ? She most own a lot of puppies. The dog cubs are so cute. Who 
is she? A Cat Lady or a Dog woman? She is the Lady with the two hot smacking cans. A smacking can? You 
know, a Beer or Coca Cola can, with a pull ring. Can hats? Could be new. Let's not loose our heads, but keep 
the cans. That might work. But nah, not in english. Ol mzerket min forste huskekage. But it need to be in a 
smacking can with a pull ring. BUT NOT TO BE USED AS A COVER HURTING A KID. Mental Control. 
But in knowing danes, some will put the cake in the beer? Alcohol and toddlers past three or more. Up to the 
parent's and depending on Mammy’ hard milk. The seventies in Denmark. Real cool 30 bottles in a wooden 
box per month. En ol om dagen der skulle opleves globalt ifelge historikeren Erik Kjersgaard. Sponsored by 
Carlsberg? Men 1970 AD var jeg blot 2 ar gammel. Startede off as an alcoholic. Dunno, but mammy would 
know. She doing the cooking. Add alcohol. Tilszet alcohol i ollebrodet. Hvidtol anbefales lavere alcohol 
procent. Ol kan ogsa bruges logisk sans mindre meengde grundet hgjere alcohol procent. Men den moderne 
indgangsvinkel? Man kan ikke lukke ned for barnets horelse medicinsk. Det kaldes en pineal gland. Orelz- 
gens ultralyds behandling sikkert ikke bedre, men nogle gange sikkert bedre i visse magtkredse grundet visse 
farlige magt personer. Tonedove bern? Ordene i sig selv? Man kan stadigveek ikke lukke ned for barnets 
horelse. Vi er jo alle fodt med en pineal gland. Vibration skabte telegrafen, radioen og optager mekanismer 
som skulle hjzlpe os psykologisk. Men selv det bed os i vist roven, i enden. Hader stadigveek jazz. En smags- 
sag. Iris ojet skabte kameraet og fjernsynet. Men festen varede leenge grundet kameraet og visse tiltag der 
forhojede sexualiteten. Seen from the perspective of those not capable of any sexual endeavours. A compro- 
mise? On both sides. Hired as a “Camera” man? Although I truely hate any power control. I think most 
people were fed up with the danish success story, one after the other, since the mid 80s. Tulip. Anton berg. 
Dansk Design. EM i fodbold. EM i handbold. De Norske jante jader jenter mod de Danske Malkepiger. 
Hvorfor ikke den Danske pavestol i den danske by kaldet Tarm, anfort af den danske Bjarne Roos, der alligev- 
el endte hos pavepoden, pa Skejby Hospital. Voldtaget af to betjente. Endnu en Dansk success historie pa 
hojde og drojde som ARLA. Yougurt enema? Maybe there are two ways you can kiss the ground. A Scottish 
kiss or just plain kissing the ground. Huh plain? The lawn? Nah. You mow it. Chieftain Blackfoot: Plain 
ground plane. Recordare of the dead, the last words: Sioux halfblood be saying: Plain ground plane. Blackfoot 
halfblood be saying: Plain ground plane. Apache halfblood be saying: Plain ground plane. Kiowa halfblood be 
saying: Plain ground plane. Navajo halfblood be saying: Plain ground plane. Cherokee halfblood be saying: 
Plain ground plane. Moccasin halfblood with one shoe be saying: Plain ground plane. Huh! Year zero? Great 
white buffalo have spoken. Also known as the old Egyptian sixpack. Two ways in kissing the ground? And the 
name of the Danish town was Tarm? Andet kompromis. Overmal the sistine chapel i farven hvid men med et 
grat centerpiece som tidligere beskrevet. En gra taget baggrund med en johnnie walker red label, haangende 
over logoet. Rocket Toilet paper °. Nedenunder er der en fed barok engel med engle vinger, med brune ojne, 
der ser meget gnaven ud. Grumpy just born mad eehh. Nedenunder englen en bla slange (Serpent). The 
Serpent asking, is it raining. When it pours it rains, definitely in Scotland. That could be the compromise, If I 
had any say in such matters. The alternative might just be worse, which only will bring war on civilisation. 
Not my call to make, despite anger fit. But do we really wanna rid ourselfs of the world. Many people would 
in certain cases. So so so fed up with power hawks, maybe even people itself. To name it holy or saints? 
Problem is that they always can spot us, when we cry in front of children. Hellige mennesker? Mon ikke 
menneskelige mennesker. The cloth holy or not. You need to stop doing that to yourself. Huh? But the claim 
of immortality, done unto some children? Is it then the heavens that kisses the Earth or is it Earth kissing the 
heavens? Fair question! May I ask is it raining? And if none of this manifests, then no power. Maybe no rain. 
Cry in the rain or in the dark. No manifestation, nor books. Then what's the fucking point, in writing? All 
asking WhatTheFuck is this existence, this place. Now a dram. I earned it. I think? Not a Johnnie Walker red 


label. Amen unto Amenta. Always and always. One tenth back unto nature? Head, spine and skin over- 
board..? Old hunter tradition if nature is around in this realm? Shoot a deer. A tree nearby. Cut off a stifle 
and throw it back in nature. Hang the deer up in the other stifle, in the tree to drain it’s blood. Not always a 
tree around? Shooting sticks are normally two legged. If the two legs of the shooting stick can part into four 
legs and it is telescope legs, then it can be used for the blood drainage. Maybe also be used for pot cooking 
over bondfire. Open the deer’s neck ateriers and drain for blood, safe the blood in cooled container. Cut off 
the head at the neck ajoined to the body, throw it back into nature. Remove the anthlers, if close to civilisa- 
tion, so people dont tread on them. Take anthlers, blood container and the drained deer and then head on 
back home. Why? Well, nature rebound. One tenth or more sacrificed back, if there even is nature left in this 
realm. (Liniar time?). What bone and scull problem? Will get eaten by predators. Even the anthlers. I am 
stealing it or am I? Do we even need to mention it, released wolves in national yellow stone park. Nature re- 
bounded. An question answered by an question, is much like a pebble hitting a stone. But everybody praying 
for a spark that will start a fire. Wanna live in nature? Hell no! King or Pharaoh. Two wrongs doesn’t make 
one right. Two evils doesn't make one good, nor can it be of one truth. Amen unto Amenta. DARKNEST 
ISSUES: Would you look at the time? Why? What month is it, Son? Why? What season is it, Son? Why? Is 

it raining? Yes or no! Life easier that way. The nine visor clockwork? The whip with the famed nine lashes? 
Times sometimes feels that way, workwise. Nine visor clock? A native american dreamcatcher. Life is easier 
that way. Nine visors on a clock? Hopefully a child becoming wiser on visors. Huh? Can live with binary, but 
trinity lore will always be here, for as long there may be life. The Green Osiris serpent’s living is simple. Is it 
raining! Yes or no? I just hate snow. Everybody hates snow, ask around. Final editorial note. Back to crow 
letters and doodling. Iam done. Booklist book thus far. Trying to keep my shit together. Small library though. 
First the ones I consider most important: 


THE NIGHTMARE BOOK AND BOOKS: 

My Religion...to end all Religion. (320 pages) Format A5 
Nosferatus (Open book). Not to be finished. (666 pages) Format A5 
Tear of Ra (394 pages) Format A4 

A5 - 320 

A5 - 666 

A4 - 394(x2)=roughly 788 A5 pages. 

Total pages? 

Roughly: in A5 format 

320 (tweaking) 

666 

788 


Approximately a good 1774 pages A5 format. Maintain the repetitious nature. Stay true to the originals. With 
the spelling helling errors. So which is to be considered the lethal trilogy? Why so lethal? Maintain the A5 
format to the original books. Nosferatus. Maintain blank pages. An open book. Just in case. The King James 
bible 1611 AD = consists of between 1200-1500 pages depending on version. These three volumes or the 
trilogy got nothing to do with the King James Bible. If you can read. I will never publish, if you have read and 
understood it’s content. If you want to print it print it. But will you also protect the wording of it? Respect the 
true form? Can I ever complete the work. Will I? No. Will I print it? No. It would be interesting with a full 
circle book, like the A to Z, listed below. A book so long that you might die before you reach the end. Then 
maybe even kill yourself by suicide. Highly interesting, if it will manifest on its own? Does God even posses 
any hands? Couldn't take that long with C/V actions. Does it not still depend on a circle of immortality to 
dawn and mourn. Ergo. Faith? Of that I am high doubtful. The creative root historics of it. I could not create 
that book without that book. Prior entry of information flow. Easiest format for this flow listed below is an A4 
format from A to Z (textsize/font points being 12 pt): 


A 


The crow letter religion. Hieroglyphs of the Egyptian book of the dead. 

Republishing, the great work. The great work, named The ancient Egyptian Book of the Dead. If the Penguin 
publisher still is around? For the record. This is the best edition. Always maintaining the eternal feud over 
whether the very word, derives from God. Highly debated and a very toxic issue. 

It is still mankind’s literary root. The very roots of the ancient scribes, in salutation to honor the Atlantean 
scribe of Tehuty (Thoth). 

The Atlantean brotherhood of Atlantis. 

The ancient Egyptian Book of the dead. Publication date 1985. 

Topics Incantations, Egyptian, Future life. 

Publisher New York : Macmillan. 

Collection inlibrary; print disabled; internet archive books. 

Contributor Internet: Archive.org. 

Language English; egyptian(english). 

Best edition I ever stumbled across. Not meaning, the famed E.A. Wallis Budge edition. (ISBN: 978-1-3988- 
0369-5). Not meant as an insult. I have already obtained a hard copy. Illustrations are sadly in black and 
white. The old ancient lore always differ from in between the red letterings and the black letterings. Darth 
Vader at Daleth, amidst twilight. In between days. Can one even get a hard copy, these days? A copy of the 
ancient Egyptian Book of the Dead. Meaning this publication: The ancient Egyptian Book of the dead. Pub- 
lication date 1985. Topics Incantations, Egyptian, Future life. Publisher New York : Macmillan. Yet, there still 
are some Black and White illustration issues. Prefer coloured illustrations. Hope they still exist. I prefer the 
texts or the codex of spells in this version. But the tablets, the colourful illustrations are muddled up. The 
right flow of the illustrations is found in the book by Ramses Seleem, to the extend of my knowledge. 
(Visdomsbegerne Sankt Ansgars forlag). 

The historical flow after is still this: 

The Torah. The old jewish testament of Moses. 

The Bible. The new Christian testament. The 66 Book version. 

The Koran. The Arab Codex. 

My religion...to end all religion. 

Nosferatus...the open book. 

The Tear of Ra. 

The Soul Shard. 

The Celtic Ogham. 

The Law of The Book. 

The Key of Solomon. 

The Skinwalkers Crypt. 


Z 


How many pages? Too many to count. Problem still being the roots. AMEN. 

In order to fathom the last four entries...you would still need all the other books. So many pages you might 
die before you reach the end. Nosferatus...the open book denoucing a fourth prophet. I garanti, If you reach 
it till the end, you never read nor write never again. A long line of books of the dead. You might even commit 
suicide. 

Would you even publish? I never will. The library that I wanna keep, for as long as I am able to read. What 
more do we really need. A counter reaction might be to burn all of them. But then ask if you can understand 
the modern books. The codex. 


My Library: 


Theologians « I 

1 ¢ Dante - The Divine Comedy. (1320AD). 

2 « Ray Radbury. (1953AD). 

3 e Bram Stokers - Dracula. (1897AD). 

4 e Charles Darwin. (1859 AD). 

5 ¢ Sir Walter Scott - Ivanhoe/Rob Roy. (1817 till 1819AD). 

6 « Lucy Maud Montgomery - Green Gables. (1908AD). 

7 ¢ Elwyn Brooks White - Web Of Charlotte. (1952AD). 

8 e Kafka - The Process. (1925AD). 

9 e William Blain - Witch’s Blood (1946AD). 

10 ¢ King James Bible - version 1611 AD. (Anno Domino). 

11 ¢ My religion ... to end all religion - 

New Testament Of Luke Skinwalker. (2020AD). 

12 « Key Of Solomon. (14th-15th century). 

13 « Alister Crowley. (1875 till 1947 AD). 

14 ¢ William Shakespeare - Hamlet/MacBeth/Henry The Fifth/Merchant Of 
Venice. (1564 till 1616 AD). 

15 « Egyptian Book Of The Dead. 3rd. Dynasty. (2670 till 2613 BCE). 
16 e Franquins black pages - Comic Cartoon Book. (1981AD). 
17 John Irving - Life According To Garp. (1978AD). 

18 ¢ J.R.R Tolkien (1937AD). 

19 e George R.R Martin - Game Of Thrones. (1993 till 2011 AD). 
20 e H.P Lovecraft - Necronomicon. (2008AD). 

21 « Lloyd Pye - Everything you know is wrong. (1998 AD). 

22 « John Steinbeck. (1902 till 1968 AD). 

23 « Jakob Ejersbo - Revolution. (2009 AD). 

24 ¢ Dion Fortune - Magick And Self-Defence. (1930AD). 

25 e Salman Rushdie - Satanic Verses. (1988 AD). 

26 « Codex Gigas. (12th century/1229 AD). 

27 « Samuel Beckett. (1906-1989AD) 

28 ¢ Charles Fort - Book Of The Damned (First Published 1919 AD). 
29 ¢ The Holy Blood And The Holy Grail. (1982 AD). 

30 « Richard Dawkins - The God Delusion. (2006 AD). 

31 ¢ Christopher Hitchens - God is not great. (2007 AD). 

32 ¢ Caleb Scharf - The Copernicus Complex. (2014 AD). 

33 ¢ Stephen Hawking - A Brief History Of Time. (1988 AD). 
Theologians « II 

1 « Freemasonry. W.Kirk.Macnulty - (First Published UK 2006 AD). 
2 ¢ Pyramid And Temple Mysteries. 

Erik Ansvang And Thora Mollerup - (2007 AD). 

3 e Gods, Godesses And God Humans. 

Erik Ansvang And Thora Mollerup - (2011 AD). 

4 My Life With Kundalini. 

(Gopi Krisna’‘s Self-Biography). 

5 e Meditations. 

Marcus Aurelius - (Penguin Classics 1964 AD). 

6 « Kybalion. 

William Walker Atkinson - (1862-1932 AD). 

7 « Fasting. 

Hellmut Liitzner - (1976 AD). 


8 « The Kundalini Experience. 

Lee Sannella - (1976 AD). 

9 ¢ The Secret Doctrin. 

H.P Blavatski - (1967 AD). 

10 « ISIS unveiled. 

H.P Blavatski - (Theosophical Press 1998 AD). 

11 ¢ Reincarnation. 

Ronald Ziirrer - (2013 AD). 

12 e EGYPT - The World Of The Pharaohs. 

H.F Ullman. Regine Schulz. Matthias Seidel. 

13 « The Illustrated Encyclopedia of Scotland. 

(Lomond Books 2004 AD). 

14 A Treatise On White Magic. 

Alice A. Bailey. 

15 e The Cosmic Doctrin. 

Dion Fortune. (1988 AD). 

16 « Freeing The Captives. 

Louise Ireland Frey M.D (1999 AD). 

17 « The Universe Story. 

Brian Swimme. Thomas Berry (1992 AD). 

18 e Lemuria And Atlantis. 

Shirley Andrews (2009 AD). 

19 e The Broken Cross. 

Piers Compton (1983 AD). 

20 « Mein Kampf. 

Adolf Hitler (1934 AD). 

21 « Das Kapital. 

Karl Marx (1872 AD). 

This, the second list of Theologians, is the literature harder to define, the very esoteric literature that is more 
difficult to classify into any particular genre. Such is the nature of occult manuscripts. But most occult books, 
tools or instruments always address the inner nature of our celestrial beings, for those readers that find 
themselves drawn to mystery lore. But all such instruments have always been looked down upon. Sad in a 
sense, as all such lores, were created with the best of intend. Just trying to bring order to our minds and 
stabilize our psyche. Many occult instruments are of old age, but are still 72. The Anubis chamber of Death 
treasured by it’s many followers. I particular think of the old Kabbalah traits associated with the tree of 
knowledge (The Entish tree of life). But a modern day view into the old lore, would establish it to be the tool 
of psychologists, that use it to structure our brains with a network of neuron based knowledge. In laymen’s 
term, the tools, are there to bring structure to our aquired knowledge bank. Our memory banks. The old tree 
of life, hold ten spheres for stacking knowledge. A tool for all children able to count till 

ten. It is not some mysterious object created from “God”, although I trust, it 

still is the viewpoint in the eyes of some devout religious believers. 

We all survive to learn of other dawns emanating from the reality of our 

neighbors, our fellowman, that is, if there is any dialogue or communication. 

Maybe why older people, eventually will loose all interest in any knowledge 

or conversation rendered unto them. It is totally human, to surrender to one’s own needs and our own indi- 
vidual needs and our livelyhood. Peace. 

Theologians « III 

1 ¢ William Wordsworth. 

2 ¢ H.G Wells. 

3 e Oscar Wilde. 

4 « Shelley. 

5 ¢ Walt Whitman. 

6 « Elisabeth Barrett Browning. 


7 ¢ Emily Dickinson. 

8 e John Keats. 

9 e John Donne. 

10 « Edward Lear. 

11 ¢ William Butler Yeats. 

12 ¢ William Burroughs. 

I do love poetry the refined art of comprised intel. A few lines that convey, 

feelings and sentiment. Today, we use SMS (Short Message Service) in order to communicate. Some might 
consider the art to be shallow in detail, but if the message makes sense to you, then you have understood the 
given codex. Do we really need more. In the fiction genre? The Danish wording is Skonlitteratur. But some of 
it ain't pretty. Poetry section. Need to leave one killer in there. But that is classified. Huh? Killers in classified. 
Yes. Dude, I know, she scares the crap out off me too. 

I, myself, was always told never to do meth nor smack. Do alcohol, cocaine and hashies and amphetamins. 
The three stages of uppers and downers. Maybe why the three of us, always ends up lingering in limbo or 
twilight, whatever you name it to be. Prefer hashies. Still cry over Afganistan. I mean a giant fields of fully 
grown hash plants burned off, the heavy smokes travelling westward, due to the eastern wind. Western Afgan 
people getting high as fuck, dancing around, then blowing up on land mines. Good hashies, though. Good 
question. What do you get when you mate an Arab with a Hebrew? Might take awhile. A response so schrew 
that you awake twenty years from now. If you are on the clock. You know the drill, first we laugh, then we cry, 
then we anger. But said with all kind of modesty wouldn't you, yourself, anger after a fucking land mine? 
Story of it. What we are being told. Fact or fiction? Good people trying to remove land mines in Afganistan 
under UN rule. Story of it is, that the american ran, stinger missiles unto the Afgans under the Afghan 
russian conflict. Most UN projects often starts off with the best of intentions. Removing russian land mines. 
Clearing fields for crops. Hash plants crops, then getting burned off with all the eastern Afgans praying for 
western wind. The eastern promise, what the hell are you gonna do to get a decent smoke round here? The 
usual things just blowing up left and right. Smoking. UN land minds clearing crews were deployed. But then 
we loose three of the people removing the land mines, due to an evil genius creating land mines made out of 
plastic, which is undetectable. We pack the project in. It stops. The Afgans then grown hash plants as crops, 
which starts off another conflict, where you burn off all the crops. This rock is pure evil. Problem then is, that 
people dont wanna live in it, sometimes doing a tango in a mine field or a mind field. May I direct your 
attention to the homeless dude sleeping it out, in the streets of Philly, with absolutely no underbody. The 
torso guy. Introducing the word Djinn. Any doctor will then ask, how is it even possible. What circulatory 
system? Such cases might have to end up on the smack. Ever watched a dead serpent on a barbecue grill 
twisting and turning till the end? As goes for the judicial and your tribunal system, the courts. If you have a 
Djinn and the Djinn was not committed by yourself, if the Djinn wasnt created by yourself, it cannot be my 
crime. A dead twin cannot be my problem. Committed is the legal term of your very own judicial system. I 
would call it a curse and a damnation upon all life. And if you never can free yourself of the Djinn, holding 
you, for as long as you have mind, body and soul? Then what? Calling it a miracle? The Djinn can only be the 
Anime unto us, our bodies. But you will still not account for soul and individuality. We are both done talking. 
No need to talk to people. But would you, yourself, not try and live life to the fullest. I do believe in such 
creatures of the unseen. I mean how could you not? The doctor education of a blue and a red circulatory 
system? But if we never talk nor introduce the elements of soul and spirit. The six Holy elements. No need to 
voice nor talk or teach about it. Water. Fire. Air. Matter. Will the DNA of the ATCG make it any Easier? No 
talk needed, only utter silence? Another fact, this evil place can only end up in silence, people fed up talking 
about it. Just trying to survive. And yet, I trust most trolls also try and survive. I just hate the scent of it. The 
troll cooking. We name it the Entish troll cooking. To make it worse, many are not even self aware of their 
own pedicament. I still prefer most things sealed in a can, for as long as it may last. I shouldn't really eat. But 
know when hunger enters. And what enters. A pain in the ass. This is dizzy miss Lizzy from homecare. Not 
this shite again. Been there before countless carnivales and leasy cars. Renting a car, getting the fuck out of 
here. Reply: There is no garbish today! Then solved by a rental car heading for the next garbish station. It 
must be the hearing? Been like this for my entire life. Everybody leaping at the ordained opportunity. It is 
called human nature. Or is it... TROLLS..? A Dog and it’s bone. Sometimes you need to show teeth. But never 
bite. Never bite the hand that feeds you. Besides if you loose your teeth, there will be no bone. Hard mastery. 


Never been good with animals, maybe why they seem to like me. Besides I usually end up on insects. Flies 
crawling on a corpse. There are a lot of other shitty literature, if we even name it litterature. Books on water 
cleansing. Books on sewers. Books on shitdealing stations. Books on septic tanks. Books on three wheelers, 
bikes. Motorbikes. Planes. Cars. Trains automobiles. Underground tube stations. Books on lollipops, candy, 
chocolate. Sweets and cakes. Books on beer. Books on farming and ploughing. Porno magazines. Books for 
hairdressers and book for bald people. Books on icing on cakes. Books on housing. Books on heating. Books 
on atomic power, if it still is around? I think it is. Books on modern architecture. Books on fishtanks. Books 
on rodents. Animal books. Killer books. Books on mass murder. Selfhelp books for suicide. American psxhy- 
cho. Books on psycho pharmaca. Must be the x. Many books we dont wanna loose. Kama sutra. Sucking Ra? 
Books on blowjobs. Books on boredom. Farmer books on corn and straw. Books on cowfeed. Treating cow 
nice these day. Straw into better cow and horse feed. What is it that you are complaining about? No animal 
cruelty? Leading to many movies. The movie SAW. SAW IT ONCE. Did it for me, wished for some more 
humor. Maybe I just dont get the codex. Maybe hilarious, if you are a mass murderer? A point to this. 

Lets not forget the history of O. Still a fun read, 18th century I believe. History of X. History of Y. American 
history. Gutter jaw breaking looked real painful? A moviebuff. Books like generation X. This list written by 
the bastard that wrote generation Y. 

PG system for kids and adults. Should work. But sometimes you see photoes of toddlers with baby pacifers 
just sitting in the couch, looks of horror on their faces. Seeing tv? Maybe fact could be this. Television is also 
a pacifer. But mammy needs to cook dinner. American Psycho comes on the television or other. Shit happens. 
Better of with streaming videoes for other medium fixed. Hate television enough as it is. Repetitious of me. A 
Dog and it’s bone. Sometimes you need to show teeth. But never bite. Never bite the hand that feeds you. 
Besides if you loose your teeth, there will be no bone. Hard mastery. Never been good with animals, maybe 
why they seem to like me. Besides I usually end up on insects. Flies crawling on a corpse. 

Fact of facts. Let’s face it. The fly requires a red code to multiply. The Scarab does not. Yet, the blue Scarab will 
always hold the red code. Yet, a fly will land on black skin colour, white skin colour, asian skin colour, latino 
skincolour or redskin. Flies even land on lion skin, zebra skin, giraffe skin. elephant skin. crocodile skin. 
wilderbeast skin. Buffalo skin. Not racist at all, the fly, it is only trying to make a living. Apache be saying: 
Plain ground plane. Eggs? Jury is out. Snake eggs. Crocodile eggs. Hen eggs. A kick in the balls. Egg laying 
and karma...still weird with the blue vipers of serpents and the red rattlers, the toxin serpents. If viewed in 
terms of rebirth, if it exists. Bjerg loven’s lort og Dal katten’s lort. Og et eller andet flyvende lort i midten. Life 
is but a mystery! Oh..man! Harris, Franklin S. (Franklin Stewart), 1912. Published: 1961 Views: 125. Topics: 
Book of Mormon Collections: Texts to Borrow , Internet Archive Books. Maybe certain artifacts found in a 
cave at the Grand Canyon is what produced books, such like the book named the book of mormons. All in all 
... it is those time issues. Still a moroni fun read. Oh..God! What an idiot. Who? Well God. Wheel God? 
Horse or Car? 3 or 4 pleads. Dude must be in trouble. Indian Bastard got issues. Someone better look into it. 


Not racist at all? At least the black got soul. Buck still stops at six. Plain ground plane. Sara Jaybird. The one 
nipple to the one side and the one eye to the other side. The hours in brothels alone? Women communicating 
with their “eyes”. From here on end no man will never ever get women. Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my 
blood has eternal life, and I will raise him on the last day. For my flesh is true food, and my blood is true 
drink. Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my blood remains in me and I in him. John 6:54-6:56. Catholic 
choirgirl smiling. Protestant choirgirl fake smiling. Oh...man. But I still find some black women sexy hot as 
hell as well as some of the white redhaired juicy fuckmeat. Not racist at all? You Irish? Look to the iris. 
Shubidua Greatest - The Shoe By Duo. A foot up the arse by the twins. Grumpy just born mad..eehh. Djinn or 
Gin & Tonic? Catch twenty two? Al i rejer bider dig selv i raven. Summed up: Himmelen er gra og Viagraen 
er bla. Det bliver stort.!. Den bliver Vivaldi stor, det lovede mor. Brudte aftaler og seg]. Skruelags Cocio? 
Ingen vacuum. Hvor lenge? En uge? Bestilte Cocio men i daser? To be on the safe side buttoms up. Whiskey 
might be to the pissy side of life to day. Vacuum, a fizz and a fuzz. Mit liv. Mit liv. Mit underliv. Mi life. Mi life. 
Mi lowlife. Tilbud. Tilbud. Lavpris. Hvad ind i helvede ligger under lavpris? Gul og gratis. Gule M&M's gar 
nogle gange til lems. Hung Cock in Hong Kong? Never heard of it. It does happen. King Kong in Hung Kong 
or is it Hong Kong? Himmelen er gra og viagraen er gul. Huh? Chinaman must have been high. Known to 
happen. En..gh..rigtig Kina mand. En..gh..rigtig mand.!. Julia Duck and India Winter ledende til flad mand. 


Just wear black socks till glued on? What's the fucking problem? En..oh..rigtig mand? Ma da horme lidt! Julia 
Duck? En dum gas med en hot mas. India Winter og Julia Duck with King Kong China man? New combo for 
inspector Columbo? Been known to happen. What's it gonna cost me? Mi life? To kolde ol fra kassen, en 
eggemad med purlog og en..gh..rigtig mand? Ra infiltrated by tetragrammaton = Jehova. Javhe, or whatever? 
1914-1915 Anno Domino? En..oh..rigtig mand? Ich garbish bin. Du bist. Er, Sie, es ist....eehh? Grumpy just 
born mad..eehh! Red prawn system of a down. Eric Cartman always sending video footage to number one 
Butters getting him to work every morning. Butters: Oh man, Miss Lucy sure looks juicy. Everybody and all 
still ending up with fuck all. Oh..man? Red prawn entish troll system of a down. Butters: Should that be 
clown? The sailor says it rhymes. He like rhymes. Huh? En..oh..rigtig mand. En rigtig troldmand. En rigtig 
toldmand. En ..oh..rigtig bolmand. Nacht. Abend oder Tag. Dybt godnat. NAT. En..oh..rigtig mand? Hvor- 
dan. Hvordan? En..eehh..rigtig somand. En rigtig landmand. En rigtig brandmand. En rigtig vandmand! 
Whatelse? What the hell happened past the ape? En..oh..rigtig mand? A really hard man..a real hairy toffify. 
En..oh..meget beharet mand? Butters: My father was an ape? Deserves a buck or a thousand. The snake 
tongue above and the tongue below. Might need a bit more work. Macho hitting brickwall. Ovelser pa gulv. 
Down on all fours? Is it allowed to stand up on two legs? I prefer sitting down, said sitting Bull. Plain ground 
plane. Caca. Caca. Caca. Caca. Caca. Caca. Be quiet you damned parrot.!.Problably needs some work. Some- 
thing along the lines of parrot number seven. Why 7? Some mysterious shit floating in the middle. Must be 
the fan? The daily reminder. September road number six. Number 6. Whatever this reality is, then it is truely 
“dead”. MOTHERFUCKING SPOOKY. Trading in spooks. Time cannot be liniar. If it is, then matter is 
distorted through time and space. Still frightning as hell. Problably where we all are at. Hell. If the “fire” is the 
one element that moves around on countless dead white dwarphs? ‘The celestrials. What salvation is there 
truely to it? To creation itself. In the beginning, the Earth had no form. The binding. Genesis(Genetics). In 
the beginning God created the heavens(pural)(once upon a time). The Earth was without form, and void... 
bla..bla..bla. If it even details every dawn upon very yarn, binding it. Please, think about it. En..oh..rigtig 
mand? Might wanna watch my wording. But looks oh so delicious. The best Gordon Ramsay could do? Who 
the fuck really knows? And eehh...oh magnificence...if a cook or a chef is stuck with nothing else? What 
would you do? Maybe dumb does rhyme with bread crumb? So adding breadcumbs? Sounds like a plan! You 
might get something to eat, but tomorrow. Maybe next month. NOT tolerating the zebra shite. Just not used 
to it. So produce cleanse and cooking. Breadcrumbs in where? Some old french recipe. Benedict something.. 
argh! Eggs Benedict. Any spots on the breadcrumbs? No, well good to go? Den Danske modstandbevegelse 
kaldet Invalide gruppen, det lyder sgu spreengfarligt. En brutal mand skal jo altid se sine ofre an. Stephen 
Hawking har jo det sorte bzlte. The Gum Man. Halfblood cherokee named two Moccasin says: plain ground 
plane. Playing a bit of the master chef. Cherokee Mocca sauce. Kaffesovs. Kaffe med en anelse salt. Maske en 
anelse kaffe grus. Honning. Peppercorn og mere pulver peber. En anelse flode 38% og en del paprika. Citron 
melisse optional. Some green shite in it. Parsley...nah. Chives maybe? Fry medium...no need, really. Might be 
on to something, better take note. Tilbehor? Krabbekod? Chicken? Eller andet. Brodet fra den armlose bager. 
Som surdejsbrodet dog smager. Spreengfarligt. Vinblade i vin. Next to Vienna? This is too simple. Majs i majs 
olie. Oliven i oliven olie. Erter i zerte olie. Kartofler i vand. Knorr i koppen og knorr i knoppen? Sukker- 
brunede kartofler i sukker(caramel). Kod i kodsovs. Fisk i fiskesovs. Sovs i Sovs? Sauce or Soup? SOS. This is 
too simple. Asparges i Asparges suppe? Champignon i Champignon suppe? Love mushrooms. Kartoffel i 
Kartoffel suppe. Bacon, porre, rod celleri og log og Katoffler i Karfoffel suppe. Too easy. Nyslaet grees i 
Greeskarsuppe? Ho i Horolie? Lindetrz i lin oile? Te i Te. Kaffe i Kaffe. Same. Same? Nah! Citron i te. Citron- 
te? Greenseveerdier? Citron eddike. Lemon vinegar. Got chills already. Mocca sauce. Chinese tea sauce. 
Blamejse i oliven oile? Rodhals i red sovs? Rodvin i redvins sovs. This is too simple. Time for a dimple. 
Whiskey in whiskey sauce? Cognac in Cognac sauce. Gin in Gin sauce. Bourbon in Bourbon sauce? Maybe 
the old Egyptian were a harder people. A stricht doctrin of red and blue acidity code measure and a neutrality 
of freshwater in the middle. Filtered water. Too much acidity sometimes leading to ulsters. Fact is we all still 
need all three elements. But also have to learn to balance it ourselfs. Blueberry sauce and Raspberry sauce? 
Rememeber to drink fresh water. In the beginning the Earth had no form. What will Google Earth number 2 
look like? Is the hooker thigh boot still there? In Italy? Way too many guestions in planet earths shape! The 
squid under the cradle of life. Africa. The Gallileo cheesebell model is lethal. Copernicus is worse, all round. 
But when you hit the cheesebell model yourself locked in time with a sun not going down? Begining to ask if 
there even is any rotation to this facility at all? Masters of the Universe build on an egg? Stargazing and 


counting the birds (sattelites) usually does that to you. I know how this sounds. Scientists will say that the 
rotation and the tilt of the Earth combined with egg shape orbit is what control the four seasonal drifts. That 
is the explainatory of it. Locked in endless dawn...the strech of time...felt like ten years..giving blindness? 
Maybe safed by “crowns”? Seeing specs? Lost my time, guestion time, guestioning calendar and creation itself. 
Year 2006...a revisit. On My timeline? Lost time concept in the year 2006. Was on the clock up till then. This 
place is dead or locked in time. Yggdrasil (Almighty big tree of creation) and devils rock/tower is also a 
wellspun theory. The encounter of a third kind. Maybe once upon a time, there truely were wisps, fire gods, 
elves and many mythical creatures. Who the fuck knows. Ending up as a mute ape? I think? Therefore I will 
shut up. Charles Darwin once named the mute ape in his later years. Just sitting starring into thin air. A deaf 
musician sounds like? Not meant as a threat. A lab humanoid organism created without any vocal cords. A 
mute. Wouldnt’ you also hate your own creator. Am I the worlds biggest tracking device. Internal sensation of 
the thumper, seeking pregnant women? I truely hate my creator. My birthday, the Cakeman and Baker? Milk 
in the coffee. Frost icing on the fucking cakes. Some might name it as a shitty cake. The Pooloo Cake. Cheese- 
cake normally good. The footshaped cheeses from Cheasy? So on and so forth. 


Russian Revolution. Tolstoj war and peace. 
English Revolution. Tolkien. 

Vatican Revolution 

Olassie Revolution 

Lapland Revolution 

Thankland Revolution. DC comics. 
Indonesia Revolution 

Oman Revolution 

Narland Revolution. Narnia. 


As far as I know. Evolution has been proven true. Especially witnessed among insects. But little do I know. 
‘The scary thought being that we see evolution on the screens. But if only it is applied unto the screens. Then 
evolution is still true although it only is rooted in mentalism. Must have plagued Charles Darwin till his very 
end. A french pavilion or a russian pavilion. Same. Same. Odd? Alle ender som stumme for eller siden. 
Charles Darwin den tavse abe. Kod snedkeren? Man undres blot for man fores til spot. Two operational 
procedures done unto me. Circumsition. Removal of fangs. Sikke mange tandleeger gennem tidens tand? 
Most fearing surgeons. Would hate to wake up a woman or as a hung man. More viewing on gorillas in dental 
chairs? Dead. Sa de rejses tilbage til livet igen? Lyder maske lidt kodsnedker hardt. Why bother. May it all rot. 
A crucified fullbearded man. OH.. Christ. A crucified women, must have been some of those as well, back in 
the inkvisition days of (Leonardo) Bernado Gui. A crucified pregnant woman? What else? Maybe a crucified 
child. A child with ten cotton finger rings? Huh? Ten cocks or ten penises! Would look odd? Squid cock. But 
why not? Smaller cross. Lesser cross, less wood. You sure? But Good for enterprise? What would it look like? 
Dunno. Maybe a toddler age three. With or without the diaper. Dunno? ‘The holy shroud of turdout? What 
about the a smiling pacifier? Don't really know. Still noisy as HELL. Whatelse? Crucified animals? Dunno. A 
crucified Lion. A crucified giraffe? A crucified Elephant? What about a crucified ape with two baboons on 
either side? Sounds Egyptian old. A Scarab cross? Lesser wood. A Fly cross. Lesser wood. A crucified prawn 
or herring. Been there often. A kids cross. A child’s cross? Sounds gross. Lerdommens kors? Kors mig i 
roven. Maske nogle gode leerdomsboger? Les og forga, hele 16 heefter. Gode lere boger fra bog | til 16. 
Yeah...I read and solved those too! So we all learn to forget. Name? Amen? Sounds painful. But life’s lessons. 
The holy shroud of turdout diaper in Sainsbury, right next to it, the rocket toilet paper. Same section. I should 
know. Another life lesson, a simple life is most often easier. Always play dumb. Sainsbury. Manager position. 
Thank you no. Then stacking goods on shelfs, turning goods and cans upside down. Next position. Bagboy 
packing goods. Always cornflakes below and heinz baked beans on top. Next position is trolley boy, easier 
that way. Earn some grub for cigarettes and such. It is called the bottom feeder position. Thank fuck for 
pension. The Egyptian book of the Dead. The colour illustrations. The egyptian tablets in the right order. 
Ramses Seleem (Visdomsbeggerne - Sankt Ansgars forlag). I got the illustrations around somewhere. But I 
said to myself, better keep these in a safe place. So we always find a pretty container store it away and end up 
not being able to find it. Maybe I just awoke too late. Xeroxed google scans of books. And may I ask. What do 


you do with the originals? Maybe a dangerous inquiry? The dangerous inquiry. Waking up too late. All books 
googled xeroxed and filed, digitally. And what do you do with the originals? Philosophically speaking! Why 
burn books in the fire, if the fire cannot read? Dear dearly belovedth. Oh..magnificence. Well. Honestly. 
Would you send a humpback up and down a God damn pyramid, carrying water in one of those two wooden 
bucket nightmares? Yet, alone 5000 steps on a tibetan mountain? But instruct unto him, one bucket of water 
only? Reaching the top, inform of nature law. One bucket of water and one bucket of air. Then ask him to 
leave the water and send him back down with two buckets of air. Airbags just in case, but really hard ones. 
Always plan ahead. Sending the humpback back down with some other cargo. Use your mind. Maybe with 
some heavy stones. Stones is equal to much faster descend. Although much much heavier airbags. Painful. Of 
course, one side only. Only one waterbucket filled with stones. Nature law is hard. Descend a mountain top, 
when you are lost in mist, then know, there is only one way down. Stones in one bucket. For an quickly 
ascend or an quickly descend, then be it fire or stone, but in both buckets. But the golden rule would then be, 
fire in one bucket and water in the other bucket. Another good question. Fire in both wooden buckets, but 
half way down the mountain? A mountain top filled with snow or a lake of water down below, or is it time to 
go? Fire in both buckets, but not being able to piss like a horse? Solution would then be absolutely no wooden 
bucket, but stone buckets or metal buckets. Maybe even two cauldrons. A really fast descend. Some might 
name it a great fall. And the King of the Mountain said: There must always be a key unto a key. Nosferatus or 
Nosferatus? And the humpback thought: Two buckets? Same. Same? I beg to differ said the burden of the 
beast 666. I will prefer an open book, any day! But I am blessed with a hump, everytime the bastard, insists 
on only one bucket of water or stone. One hump or two asked the Camel? Don't really know much Arabic, 
except a few words like the word Inshallah. Do not know much about all the Camels in general. Could it be a 
male Camel and a female Camel, could it be gender related? Two humps would then be women and one 
humps would then be males? I am guessing here, but problably all related to the Camel toe. Old dead Kings. 
The Entish of old long gone. The Entish council of Treebeard: GOOD. You all came. Birch. Elder. Rowan. 
Ash. Oak. Figleaf. You all came. GOOD. GOOD. GOOD. Don't think so, Oldtimer. Figleaf just came in her 
pants. Good rhymes with wood. Wood all gone. Morningwood left to the east. Hard wood all got burned to 
Ash. No wood at all. Ergo, no one came in suicide squad. HELLO. HELLO. Not even any wood on the old 
General Cutlery? No, you fuck, all GONE. And yet, if you keep paddling towards the east, then you can only 
land up in the west. Rowan, row, row, row your boat. You will eventually hit the West. But in a row boat you 
will die before you reach the shore. The history of finding a sea path onto India. Man? Tipi must have been 
located in India back then. What a joke. The stories alone concearning ghost ships with mummified corpses 
aboard. Mummified passengers. Been there often. Let me guess. King of Rot will meet up with Queen of rot, 
when they turn 81 years of age. Then they will be whoring themselfs a fleet of kids? Can only end up in rotten 
kids, throwing rotten tomatoes. It’s beginning to smell that way. Can things get any worse? If I was born as an 
Iceman, an Albino, I too would hate my creator. The end of racism. The Chinese Albino. The Black American 
Albino. The Japanese Albino. The European Albino. The Greek Albino. Continue amongst yourselfs. It was a 
real problem in Africa at one point. Stigmatized Albinoes. Continue amongst yourselfs. In order to make our 
history Hollywood credible, we then hire the Eskimoes as native americans, for western movies. We then hire 
chinese as greenlanders. Hire Aboriginals as originals. I once was sun tanned and passed as a spaniard, but 
my tanlines gave it away. The old Nin was of Spanish bloodlines, rest assured, way back in ancient past. Some- 
times we all end up looking like we descended of the old dinosaurs. The old dragons. Doesn't add up either. 
Eva. Her re-entry many years later on in my life, I mean she just hadnt aged one God damn day? It was her. 
My first spread eagle sex, her with her having the classified hummer up in the ass. Me then fucking her, but 
can't even remember. Did I get off? No, but I did. Huh? More likely off'ed then? What ever you do with those 
Kas? (Both body, bed, adode, housing etc). The body and the temple mount? Ka’s Hibernating units or other. 
Maybe why I just wanna go back to bed. One common ground rule would be to declare any bed as a sanctum. 
Why not? But in all likelyhood most likely ending up like my father, hoping to be allowed to just die in my 
bed. At least you know where to go when you wanna see me, hun! Oh..brother or Sister or the other otter 
with the udder said the beaver: we have all been there before. Hvidt sind rimer pa blind. At least in Danish. 
White mind is blind? Du starter med at vere pa klokken, opdraget pa et urveerk, faste spisetider og tv. 
Derneest leerer du en kalendar og en ABC. Around 38 years passes? Or do they? Tic-Toc? You then revisit 
September road number 6, in the year of 2006 (AD?2). Still being on the clock. Then you say to yourself, this 
place must be dead. Time cannot be liniar, and if it is liniar somewhere, then all our matter are being distort- 


ed through spacetime and through the fabric of time. You loose time. Then you question time, even question 
the calendar and end up questioning each year, even questioning if this installation has any rotation to it. Do 
we need to serve mystery. We all end up doing it anyway. Life is but a mystery? Of course the very ending 

of the entire A to Z brick. Very scary. Nature will rebound on it's own? An overgrown mausoleum like the 
Mayan empires in the Amazones? Maybe direct your attention to the parable of the blue tit and the acorn. 
Ending up asking if the Earth even exists anymore. Another dawn and another yarn. And if God does all the 
binding of Earth upon each sunrise? R.E.M disrupted. Sunspot activity? The wall is GONE. Be it a wooden 
wall or other. Sad and weird. The Chinese wall. The Berlin wall. The Mexican wall. The crying wall. I mean 
fuck me! Wings and hindsight. This life? I am so tired of the debate. I do not consider myself as a homofobic, 
I am just not into it. Ain't that a hoot. I went to carnival upon carnival and it turned to have been gaypride 
parades all along. The sex wall in the shape of a buttplug. Oh damn! Masonic handshakes through old 
Egyptian hidden doors. Maybe a loss of fingers, balls or more. That is a hard glory hole religion. Putting it in? 
In the old days the castrated enuks just swelled up like pigs. One old hardtimer religion. Thought those days 
were over. Honestly? Yup. What has really changed. Duck all. Fuck all. Damn. 

Telekinesis and Teleport. Right? In a sense a flying Sarcophagus. What everybody really is out to get. Might 
turn out that we have been there all along. What a joke. 


Barndommens gade. Barndommens gade. Brunkals kvarteret hvor alle gik rundt og lugtede. Vi bliver vist 
som born igen og skal til at lugte af lort igen. DitID = Otto Nuls gade. (Otto Rudsgade. Still any windows 
left?). Final decision. For as long as my light will exist. Totally flattened. Ved nzermere eftertanke hele Al- 
borg Vestby. Jesus or Elvis? 9/11 without consequence. Peace or is it 9/11 = Otto Nuls Gade. Allburgh West 
Town (Alborg Vestby). Awful nice of you. Some glowing poker in both eyes and a poor bastard getting his 
tongue cut off. But if you are a surgeon, you (“we”) can get away with it. I would gladly operate on him. But 
of course I am a qualified surgeon. Standard reply. Sorry, madam! I am afraid he died even before he reached 
the operating table. Easiest job on the planet. No? Well, I once was a mechanic! You never ever change. Holly... 
and a path lost. A glowing red hot poker in the eye, like during the spanish inkvisition. Oh...brother. But we 
have all seen it on the telly. Torture and violence. Everybody fucking use to it by now. Couldn't care less or 
what? Unless you are on the receiving end off it. Men det skal jo have konsekvens. At gore det “harde” arbe- 
jde selv for en gang skyld som i de gode gamle dage hvor alle, doden skal smage. De ventede selvfolgelig til 
spasseren blev for gammel, but we all know better, Oldtimer. Possible safe? Et friluftsbad = John Wayne Wild 
West Circus? Sikke mange varme hender? Lad os alle geette, arbejdere fra Iran og Iraq far billig leje i Alborg 
Vestby. Deres famgse to fluer med et smzek. Men denne her gang gar den aldrig, aldrig, aldrig veek! Til evig 
tid. At flytte Gaza til Alborg Vestby. Endlosnung. Mistet overfrakke? Possible safe. Er det salater fra Gaza? 
Der skal jo noget godt salat i en god swararma? Gaza striben! Hvor leenge vil du bypasse? Hvor leenge kan 

du bypasse? Dansk skjold brydes altid ned over tid. Horte dig, din narrov, pa dreamtime. Har vi ikke et godt 
velferdssamfund? Kan ikke bruge det til en skid. Da iszer hvis man ikke far en skid ud af det. Du undgar bare 
smerten og forleenger lidelsen. WAR eller KRIG. Kald det hvad du vil. Kald det lige hvad du vil. Lets build 

a wall! Ned langs Vesterbrogade. The arsonist fire and murder attempt and the jaw reconstruction dentist 
was on the destruction side of Allburgh (Alborg Vestby). At odeleegge for at helbrede? Stode for at Fade for 
at Blode. Would someone just push some fucking buttons. I am getting bored. Possible safe. Mirror it. East 
town. That is where the anal probing S/M whore hangs out. Borte med blzsten? The Devil lays in the detail. 
Once 42 stations. Then 26 station. Then 20 stations. So 42 a refined code. 26 a fine code. 20 a more brutal 
code. At this point someone can do better. ABC. So three stations, an even more brutal code. Till you hit zero 
code. Problably where you get off'ed? Man meerker en vis fryd ved dansk tekst og lyd? Das war ganz wun- 
derlich underlich? Ville du trykke bogen eller endda trykke pa audioen? Trykke en bog hvor man slaes ihjel 
for bare at kradse sig pa venstre kind? Was told to watch myself, with this tech. Although it steems from my 
own mind and pen. I mean it from the buttom of my heart, every single word. From the bottom of my heart, 
where ever the hell that went to? MitID? Jeg kender det stadigveek selv? Sa jeg formoder de offentlige midler 
er blevet stoppet til min konto. Jeg er sa hermed erklzeret statslos? And where will that take me? Absolutely 
nowhere, Son! Well, peace at least? Dagens saldo 187 kr. Hvad gor man nar man ukontrolabelt ryster i vrede? 


Let me guess...on every order followed by a bounche...people get their goods. A mirror function in the back- 
ground draining my account. Sugar, how you get so fly. Is it a win win? You must be real sharp? 


Social charters and money. Based on my own path are there not, in a sense three systems. A: You work for 
free for a daily free meal and shelter. Naming it family and it’s easier tolerated. B: You get enrolled on an en- 
terprise payroll. C: You get brown envelopes and extras (bonus) running in between point A till B. The way it 
should be. Just trying to please/tease everybody? It’s that the truth of it, in it’s totality. ABC. Should be a more 
peaceful brutality. Money. The neutral means and money that can be used in stores for both good and evil. 
And we need to remember all three. The ABC. ABC brutality still depending on price, like on a black friday. 
Stampeed in aisle nine. ABC brutaliteten er stadig afheengig af kobekraften. Buttom feeders are often more 
aggressive. Proper Danish response would in all likelyhood be: REND MIG I ROVEN. Likewise, mi Lady. 


Oh...I just suffered from an implant. Jesus in the marvel universe. What would he look like? A good 
looking blond haired fella and a blue eyed stud muffin. Some white skinned dude with a hella good hair. 

A real gentleman with good manners, yet smelling a bit to the cheesey side of life. Not thinking suit from a 
tailor, though, but I guess he most definitely will be wearing some undies. That I do know. The holy shroud 
of turdout. In accordance with the holy scriptures. The holy shroud of turdout. Well? They usually start the 
OH Jesuses off in some diapers or goatskin. The holy shroud of turdout? Where the hell is that? I honestly 
wouldn't know, somewhere in France, I guess. So? Good at guesswork? That is what they keep telling me? 
Former seal, private? My privates? Well, Goatskin platoon of 1982. Oh..look Mum. There is a knob on his.. 
eebh..carpentry thingy. 


Memories. Let’s rewind a bit. 

The 50 cent Dave. Didn't I call him a Darkie, but not 
getting floored, offed or killed? Huh? Never meant as a 
racist slur. When a nigger calls a nigger, 

a nigger? The more I think about it. The omelet pan. 

A dual pan that you can flip. A flip pan. I have seen it 
on-line, but never in real life. Why? 

Never could make a perfect omelet, without the platter 
twist. From platter and then the re-entry into a hot pan. 
Salvation at last, a flip frying pan. Safety measures. I, for 
one, am flipping. A bit like the old fashioned waffle iron. 
The Chinese Wok is also all good. A big fan. Aunt May 
always have really big titties and hard erect nipples. 
PROBLEM .!. And a lot of male back problems. A lot of 
loving brotherly back stabbing. I owe a man, some Guin- 
ness, the man most likely situated somewhere in Ireland, 
surely! Another good question. How do you even get in 
the knickers of Ellen Ripley. Getting cream pie off, in a 
Weyland Ripley? Problably in your dreams, right! 
Getting off in a fictional character? Sex is often way 
better in the mind. Like, in your dreams. The Astral 
projections. Still one cannot help answering the 
question. Is a whore even real or just plain fictional. In 

a sence not meaning innocence. Real sex versus porno 
movies. Closely related. Reason why you can't blame 
men. Timeline and Time issues. Was it the daughter 

or the mother. I do believe it was the mother, herself, I 
should have jumped her and fucked her, but how much 
time behind bars? (jail time). Pubs or Restaurants. You 
properly even fucked them both and became none the 
wiser. Might be Santa's greatest wish. Whiskey from her 
tits. It does happen. Heavy users buying milk pumps, 
while kids hit the cow milk. You sure know how to pick 
Amen unto Amenta. em ..!.. 80s old. All fleeing Mammy’s hard milk, like most 
knobs do. 
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AVA 


WATER FIRE AIR 


VAV 


MATTER SPIRIT SOUL 
BLUE YELLOW GREEN RED PURPLE ORANGE 


BLUE MANA POTIONS RED HEAL POTIONS 


April fool’s day? Nah, not really. There once was a divide between five or six pillars. But why must it be pillars, 
if it detail six nature elements? More in the nature of the old druids. Maybe six pillars of six different elements, 
which I suspect already have been created. Can we name it created? The six holy elements of the ancients: 
Water. Fire. Air. Matter. Spirit. Soul. Can we even name it a creation. Maybe a fact of this creation but only if 
taught unto others. Logic conclusion. Material elements. Six pillars? Interesting. They be? Well, titanium is one. 
Been here before, lets revisit the chronicles of Aranubis-Phat. Seeking a deeper justification into the six elements. 
Both binary and trinary as all six elements are in nature. Might take some time. Hangover coffee as a minimum. 
666. The density Trinity is Solids and Gasses and Liquids. Example. Water: Snow. Steam. Water. The six elements: 
1 - Water. 2 - Fire. 3 - Air. 4 - Matter. 5 - Spirit. 6 - Soul. Maybe too SpockiTech simple? 

Fire is the Catalyst on the binary number two. 2nd binary. At least, so it once was for the Mayan Serpents. 

Be the Serpent of Atlantean. Mayan. Egyptian or Necropolian origin. AMEN. X marks the spot. 

The six Holy elements of binaries. The old six-pack. The old six-pack got your back. Eewww. 


THE UNWEAVE. 

Ist element is Water: Ist binary - Snow unto Ice. 2nd binary - Fire into Water. 3rd binary - Water unto Air. 
Holy white Mountain says: Plain ground plane. Holy Buffalo asks: Is it raining? 

2nd element is Fire: Ist binary - Stones unto Pebble. 2nd binary - Lava into Pebble. 

3rd binary - Pebble unto Stones. Holy Phoenix says: Plain ground plane. Holy Medusa asks: Is it sunny? 
3rd element is Air: Ist binary - Tree Stem unto Tree Crown. 2nd binary - Tree Crown unto Leaf: 

3rd binary - Leaf into Air. Holy Falcon says: Plain ground plane. Holy Horus asks: Is it snowing? 


The X BINARY density line. 


THE WEAVE. 

4th element is Matter: Ist binary - Stone unto Metal. 2nd binary - Sand into Glass. 3rd binary - Wood unto Coal. 
Holy Iroquois be saying: Plain ground plane. Holy hair asks: Is it windy? 

5th element is Spirit: Ist binary - Roots into Soil. 2nd binary - Soil upon Root. 3rd binary - Always remember 
the Roots. Holy Scarab says: Plain ground plane. The Holy Khepra asks: Is it bloody? 

6th element is Soul: Ist binary. Weave unto Unweave 2nd binary. Unweave unto Weave 3rd binary. 

Binding Into Binding. Holy Blackfoot be saying: Plain ground plane. The Black Crow asks: Is it lightning? 


(6th - something about weaving and binding, but why unweave? Shit burns, sometimes even Robert Burns, the poet. 
Grandma said, the trees doesnt grow into the heavens. Fire? They do not burn wood in the heavens. But seen from a 
childs perspective the trees do grow into the heavens. The flying scotsman do not run on coal, often runs on knuckle 
iron, mentally speaking. And Yea, I say unto you all, do we not all fart into the heavens?). 

Personal notes: This is gonna take some time. Trying too simplify it. Maybe that is my problem in general. 
Chemistry (fluorid etc) asexual. Alchemy sexual. A catalyst can also be words. Weave to unweave! Why? Still gonna 
take some time. Toxic enough to start the Alexandria library fire. Bear Grylls, surprised he made it on the raft. Price? 
A fish to the crocodile. Note crocs leaping out of the water. Maybe humans just taste that bad. (3 hard binaries). 
Healing element ...spirit? Air. Related to the roots into the matter birthing stem and crown and leafs producing 

the air. Air. Roots unto stem unto crown unto leaf into air. (Lava. Fire unto stone? Stone unto heaven learning 
gravity, named pain, when the stone falls back in your head). Karma? Alchemy. Catalyst which could be a word. 
Electricity. Inner fire and outer fire. Look up greek mythology. Medusa and her sixteen serpents. 

A Scottish kiss or just plain kissing the ground. Huh plain? The lawn? Nah. You mow it. Chieftain Blackfoot: 

Plain ground plane. Recordare of the dead, the last words: Sioux halfblood be saying: Plain ground plane. 

Blackfoot halfblood be saying: Plain ground plane. Apache halfblood be saying: Plain ground plane. Kiowa 
halfblood be saying: Plain ground plane. Navajo halfblood be saying: Plain ground plane. Cherokee halfblood be 
saying: Plain ground plane. Moccasin halfblood with one shoe be saying: Plain ground plane. Huh! Year zero? 


WATER 
BLUE 


FIRE 
YELLOW 


AIR 
GREEN 


MATTER 
RED 


AVA 


WATER FIRE AIR 
BLUE YELLOW GREEN 


BLUE MANA POTIONS 


THE BINDING ALPHABET. 
The Binding Alphabet. 6 binary element markers. 26 binding letters. 
4 times 6 plus two pole elements. 2x13=26. 
A plead for CAPITALISM only. 


VAV 


MATTER SPIRIT SOUL 
RED PURPLE ORANGE 


RED HEAL POTIONS 


With a bit of luck no one will be able 


SPIRIT to read again, but live in a society of symbolism SOUL 
Minus PURPLE by the six ancients. Plus ORANGE 
¥ Z 


THE SIX ELEMENT MARKERS 


AVAVAYV 


WATER FIRE AIR MATTER SPIRIT SOUL 
BLUE YELLOW GREEN RED PURPLE ORANGE 
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Visual Implementation & Measures 


Self defence? An Angel getting attacked with it wings pressed up against the wall. 

But if it is a HOLY Angel, it doesn’t fight back, but just turns round and eats the wall, 

only ending up shitting bricks? Sounds fair? Leading on to the very thought. The good book? 

The HOLY Book? Eat your own brick, but cooked and cloaked in a hot dish, done by a black chef, 

it will grant you blindness. The truth of it. | might suggest nudel books. We shall not live on bread alone, 
but also live off books and nudels. Tried posting it on Twitter and X Twitter. But only allowed 140 marks. 
A command but only in 140 marks? What is that in Dollars or Euros? British Pounds or Stones? 

140 Stones and shitting bricks. Oh, man. Gotta hurt. Where are we going with this. Hang on a minute. 
Give me a minute, trying to recall measurements and units. Was on to something from 

the Egyptian book of the dead. Maybe somewhat side tracked. What threw me off? 

British ounce? Virginia Golden? The measure unit. Might take a while. Mayan/Egyptian holy count 

of six held by two pillars. Wiccan Eight. Then the Trinity lore ruling the Wiccan 8th, which equals 
eleven. General month length 33 days. Computing. Feet below 10. Hands above 20. 

The Gregorian calendar is basically stenching the six holy periods/elements into 12. 

But most growth ratios comes in two periods of 66 days. 
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FEET MEASURE 


FOOT 
MEASURE 


HAND 
MEASURE 


Self defence? The best I can conclude on measurement of the Ancients. (Aliens?). A Foot measure = 5. 
A Feet measure = 10. A Hand measure = 20. (The divine Mayan Count). 

Trinity Lore = Khu. Ka. Dwat/Duat. Pillar One = INCA. 

The Six HOLY Elements: Water. Fire. Air. Matter. Spirit. Soul. = Aztec. 

Some do spell Aztec as Aztech, which is Six letters. But talking about the Russian Roulette? 

Leave one in the chamber or take one out? At least, all can count till six. Pillar Two = Maya. 

Summed up as an ELEVEN. As goes for foundation some might ask, was it the count of ten or the count 
of eleven. Oh.Oh? Count Dracula? It still gets beaten by a fly’s gauge measure instrument. 

But what of the old Mayan and Egyptian teachings of it? Back down on all fours? 

Four Roses is also good, for evil. Another SpockiTech Zodiac. 6 binaries. Gregorian Lion Zodiac rewrite. 
¢ The Dog sign ¢ The Cat sign * The Cow sign ¢ The Bull sign * The Goat sign * The Sheep sign « The Fish sign 
¢ The Bird sign * The Snake sign. Inca Number 1. « The Dragon sign * The Bat sign. Mayan Number 11. 

¢ The Moth sign. Like a Moth to a flame. Fishy Fish Zodiac signs. Paarai fish 

Chinese Paarai Dim Sum? Take one day at a time. Come what may. Till the first of May, right? 

Damn be those sirenes. Aunt May always been a good singer. 
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Klare sild i salt lage. Hvor skal man klage? McBitch summed up: MitID? Du kan registrer senere? Kan man 
ikke leese dansk laeengere? Bypass optionen pa nets.com er ogsa veek? Har jeg ikke skreget det i 3 artier. 

Altid bypass option og altid en back-up. Det heenger jeg altid fast ved. Lets shoot the breeze. NemID. MitID. 
Whatelse? What about: DitID? Whatelse? VoresID. SindID. SyndID. SindigID. SyndigID. Syndefaldet? DinID. 
JegID. RoeID. Face photoes? ButtplugID. CondomID. KusseID. Sounds old? SimID. Huh? Already there? 
CprID. LemID. SlemID. Whatelse? TandID. TandhalseID? NegleID. TyveID. RageID. FodID. Fodlznke? 
Electronic ball and chain. Been done? Barred windows. Sounds age old. BootID. RebootID. Already there? 
StiffID. StivID? Promiller, been there? Whatelse? Pupil ID. OjenID. Been tried. EyeID. Pigs always does. 
Pigs? You know, the Cops. HairyID. HarID. Been tried. NoseID. NeeseID. TagmigparovenID. Every bitch 

got that one in order. HudID. SnotID. ToiletpapirsID. Already there. Huh? KaffeID. NemligID. LetkobsID. 
BilkaID. Whatelse? ShoeID. Huh? Skostorrelse? PikID? BofID. BodybuilderID. ElvisID. JeesusID. Whatelse? 
GreespleeneID. Been there. There is a dog shit in my garden. BetweenthetoesID. StickybunID. Run sticky 
bun, run. ToiletID. ToiletseatID. Already there, only 5-7 public restrooms left in Arhus. Dont worry you can 
always shit in the sea, it is a salty dump anyway. Oh..nasty. SwapID. SwatID. SquadID. BearcritterID. Bjorne- 
dyrsID. Where? In your hair! SuckID. Oh..no. SockID. Till glued on. Summed up ID. Any iPhones left? Can 
they burn? Not for long. Getting there, you arsonist. Any iPhones left? Problably not in Denmark. I bought 
myself poor in ubs memory units, all got stolen. 3 years worth of it. At least I still hold the intel. Still got 
memory, at least for now. And a daily reminder. All thanks to me. SindID spreading around and fast. What- 
else? BlindID. Why? Well, CC minus programmering fra det danske blinde samfund. CC Hobby. Something 
to do? Right? My hubby blind? UnderwearID. UndiesID. KnickersID. BraID. BrysteholdersID. Why? De der 
plastic bojler er ubehagelige. Well, let it all hang out? See if I care, said the carebear. O.]’s bloody glove ID. 
GloveID. Possible safe. Red Condoms. Red CondomsID? With or without strawberry flavor? Strawberry 
fields forever. What about the lime asked Lenon? Vand Vittigt. Bad. Hvorfor? Sgu da Ikke med de vandpriser. 
Vandet er jo alt alt alt for dyrt med den husleje. Det er vist en haj dame. En hottentot undersat? Dont know, 
Dude? She must be high on something! Who knows. Cocaine or hashies? I am afraid so your honour! I was 
kinda born that way. Not capable of any fysical labour. Born ready? Nah..more like born lazy! Lazy born just 
like mammys sloth labor. The old six pack. People often tire of me and fast. Problably lines such as: two plus 
two equals two. Maybe it is all about the level of perception. Plain ground plane. Fun visuals from whereever? 
Scottish men and women in kilts, sword dancing through an Afgan field of land mines, reaching the other 
side, then leading the Afgan people onward. Afgan people then sword dancing across Afgan field of landmin- 
es, blowing up left and right. Scots then be smoking their weed. Spoils of war is a very old, old concept. Don't 
burn it off. HOW MOTHERFUCKING DUMB ARE YOU. Put the hash in a bong or a pipe, then smoke it. 
Hello! Been wondering about that for decades. All my easters are always, I mean always totally fucked up? 
Never any money during easter? Most people easters are totally fucked up. WhatTheFuck is up with that? Do 
you just auto drain all of our accounts? Like every easter? Kids exchange = The easter egg? May and not April 
fool's day? Easter and 1st of May on the same Aunt May day. Mayday. Mayday. Same. Same. A fucking racket. 
Heartbreaking. But truth be said. Any last orders? Yelled the bartender! My last hope. AMORC. Halfway in. 
Akhenaton and Nefertiti. The holy moly matrimony without money. This is the exact same horseshite as usu- 
al. Work? With all due respect. Iam done. We all got our hopes up for a good fourty years. But it is the exact 
same horseshite whereever you go globally. 333 = Destiny. Maybe there is a home somewhere. But not on 
this rock. Home? Mandekussen. Huh? Mannequin, yeah, I heard of them. Language confusion, ending up in 
the last six copycat nations. Denmark. Norway. Sweden. Finland. Iceland and Faero islands. But under God? 
Globally the same horseshite. Be it a kalifat. A government. A parlament. A royal court or the local nuthouse. 
I should know, more or less, I have been all over this rock. At least Harlem Globetrotters must have been 
laughing, crying and partying for a good 40 years. But we still land on my two fathers troublesome worries 
concearning the danish brand og coffee. Named Cirkel Kaffe. The brand named Circle Coffee. My childhood. 
Even laughed about it back then. Mufarrh Eblis. Was indeed around during the first worldwar. Stod med 
forlader geveeret pa dannevirke mod de grusomme tysken. Think I am still laughing really. The old Hen. The 
old Cock and Baal. Den gar vist ikke Henning. Heller ikke med navne forandring til Bjarne Riis eller Bjarne 
Roos. For future or past reference. Solar events. Solar eruptions. Full circle = Fuck God. Maybe the maker 
finally meets his maker? Tic-Toc. Right? For future or past reference. Never ever burn oil wells, only burn 
tyres. Han skal jo seettes pa plads? Ja, jeg forstod den vist ikke da jeg var 3 ar gammel, eller omskaret som 
7-arig og den trejde gang? Tic Toc, Mufarrh. 


Tic Toc? Must have been the very very very very very last straw in someone’s hay stack. Bla kode efterfulgt af 
rod kode efterfulgt af meget usikker bla kode. At afmonterer Atom-vaben og ikke herfra. Be it a royal court, 
government or else. An imperial seal. Will that make it any better. Problably not, but it worked wonders for 
Enterprise. 


Scottish sword dance. Time to clip your toe nails, Son. Why should I? Besides I am out of practice. Gonna 
land ona Danish land mind sooner or later. On Danish soil? Yup. Isn’t it odd with all that peace, when you 
think about it. So God is gonna get away with it? Seems that way. There goes the human rights out the 
window. Is it allowed to scrub and take a bath? 8 days of bath and scrub coming up. is it allowed to take a 
bath? Ask Saddam. He got hanged. Auuch. 


Somewhere tugged away in the highlands to avoid floods. Would be nice. Who can really afford it? There are 
holiday escapes like dryhee Portugal and dryhee Krete in Greece. Of course islands are preferred in terms of 
security. Easier to defend. Makes you wonder about United Kingdom. The victorian age. Everybody problably 
fed up with the secluded island fever and decided to sail all the oceans thin. Then there is the weather in the 
United Kingdom. Picture below most likely from Scotland. Record is a full 360 days worth of rain in one year. 
The weather still sucks. And yet on certain days and with the right Photoshop. But nah...such beauty is real, 
but rare. At least best quality water. 


SPRING SUMMER 


AUTUMN WINTER 


Tic Toc? 


Zero cannot possibly exist as you exist. Truth to it. But also a problem. Problem of the red prawn system. The 
more you think zero and the more you look back on your life. When I quit my position at LEGO due to too 
low a wage. Then the story got turned around. Story is that they fired me. The usual. I actually contacted a 
multitude of lawyers to get paid for all my surplus overtime. Which was extremely high. Kinda loved the job 
but not the wage. Not one lawyer wanted to aid me in a sue. Big global enterprise. Too hot to handle. We can 
laugh about it now. Some laywers just plain hung up. Then you think further upon it. I did win one court case 
in terms of overtime, later on, past my LEGO break up. But I also suffered a 200.000kr phone bill prior to 

it. Summed up. There is a take going somewhere else, to somebody else, right. I never did get the 200.000kr 
back. But all in all, you actually pay for yourself all the way through this shitty system, only ending up with 
fuck all? Find it extremely hard to tolerate. Red prawn system of a down. Fuck it. Then you feel, like zero, but 
also consider yourself lucky if you get something to eat. Still love the campbell’s soups. Chicken nudel soup 
with 7-9 chicken meat pieces in em. It is what it is. Cheap. Many mouths to feed. We learn along the way. Buy 
extra chicken and fry the chicken and add it in the dish. That is if we can afford it. 

A reflection that hit us all, given age. Do hate the word age. It hits us given our individual tear and wear of all 
the fuckery. 

Surplus of eggs, then we drown in mayo. Mayo still good. But hold the Mayo. Now we are talking. 

Maybe two products. Fluid eggs with fry medium in a can. Omelet mix. 1st product only raw produce. 
Whites and yokes with a certain (small) procentage of fry medium. 2nd product could maybe salt and pepper 
and onions. Would love to try out some of these new products, if I could get my hands on them. The Canned 
potatoes also looks really good. Starting anew? Doesn't look that way. But back to peeling the raw potatoes. 
Those canned potatoes sure looked good. Not ever any brine in the potatoes. Why not use the starch water 
you cook them in? Then can them with a proper vacuum and a proper seal. I tried the eggpulver omelet in 
LA..back then, in the 1990s, but the taste of it, it tasted just like crud. Military eggpowder food is often do- 
able, but too dry. Just add water versions. Modern eggpowders are better due to the added protein. Some 
canned Fluid eggs under vacuum or egg powder? Hard to tell if you dont have the product in your hands. Is 
it Egg Powder or raw egg fluid? Fluid, then the Vacuum is most essential. Easier obtained in zip bags. Would 
still prefer it in a can. More safe. But I can understand your arguement. Eggs are already under vacuum from 
natures side. Well, can we not have both? But hard to tell if it is liquid mix or some powder mix? 

But in knowing you. Always putting a needle in a zipbag or putting a needle in a can, in order to sue. Fed up 
working like everybody else. A bit like the broken condoms. Red condoms? Pasta sauce test. Dolmio got zero 
points. Please dont remove my dolmio...it is cheap. But also good for everyday use. Beef mince cooked then 
just bang in dolmio, served with spagetti. Mamma mia! I ate that alot of those at one time. Maybe the issue 

is this. A product turning into brand. Too popular and then we always hit the snack of filaments in order to 
turn higher profits. Quality leaves the product. Any truth to such claim. Those holding the historics of the 
product would know. A different KIND of product. Beer. But I might just point you in the direction of the 
product of Guinness IPA. The white label. I mean at one point.....you just really ANGER. 

But if it is sellable it is sellable. I just cannot understand how? 

I quote: “God created war so that Americans would learn geography” unquote. Quote seemingly from Mark 
Twain. More likely from the wayne. Nah....that one gotta be false...but at least a very good try. Deserves a 
buck or two. Geography is a modern wording? Must come from someone that only know runes and only 
twenty of them. The brutal code and codex. A Viking alphabet, I bet? What would that look like. But 26 of 
them? 13 uppers and 13 downers all made out of “V”s. Nah, that looks way too masonic, if you ask me. But 
you never ever do. Case closed. Empath of the day rooted in spiritualism: Hvornar lerer folk at man ikke 

kan tro pa det man horer, det man ser og det talte ord uden codex. Kvinde min..jeg...stoler absolut ikke pa en 
skid. Spidey confused on decimals. Extra virgin oliveoil. Oil in oil. Virgin Clamps in olive oil. That is what 
they taste like. At sutte pa hinanden i sandkassen. Men en gran voksen mand? Der er vel forhabentligt en, 
der traekker en streg i sandet. Ellers pisser katten vel bare i sandkassen. Sandkassen? The sandbox? Yeah, you 
know, old Egypt. Argh! The scarecrow body is about to hit the showers. Oh..no. Lets keep our fingers crossed. 
Baby steps and no joe bidens. Falling over. What will you live off? One element will be air. What I always have 
lived off. INTEL. You cannot live off only intel. And if you create your own intel? It’s call creativity. We cannot 
live on bread alone. Think that is your own sorted line, Good Sir! Come again. God or Cod was it? 
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Tic Toc? 


Someone elses viewpoint. With a bit of luck no one will be able to read ever again. The Viking Alphabed. Not 
being able to read but just sleep. Den danske Alphaseng fra IKEA. (Let us all guess. Nee madras). I might get 
there some day. Would still prefer the King’s and Queen's English. And a kingsize bed in my darknest. Certain 
bodyparts cannot be shown in broad daylight. Case closed. Two missing bubbles or points? Slavisk said the 
Slavic. Still two markers missing! Hoping not to loose my balls in the next glory hole. Sucktion? 

But by an animal? Cow? See African man fainted somewhere in Kenya. Calf...nee teeth. You might survive. 
Alura Jenson and a gloryhole and a sweaty black man on the other side. Me sitting with the muuh cans 
turning it. It could have been fun! She asks: How much does a calf cost. I honestly dont know? Maybe not 
judge women. Buy a breastpump for milk drainage or just use the dog’s puppies. Puppies seeing puppies, 
most men then wish for seeds of the poppy. There is that old myth with the two babies and a she wolf. 

Cant remember it now, was it Romulus? On a different note. Spend nine years in the Ka. Awoke till 45.000 kr. 
A fortune in my eyes. But the hourly rate given the nine years? Too low to count. Now we are talking. A sleep 
wage. En sovelon. I could dig that. Someone problably did, much like Howard Carter sticking his nose in it, 


What would it look like. Is that what it will look like? 26 V letters and 13 twin mirror signs. Looks a tad odd. 
A bit too masonic for my liking. What the fuck. Another pointer. We googled back and forth. At one point we 
couldnt even find any? An Obo? Is that so? So the Basoon once an Obo? 2 options: A God damned liar or one 
really dumb idiot of a teacher. Basoon and teacher must have been the baboon. How can this shite even 
alternate? The Obo. Think all can remember the.. eehh ..Obo. The pipe be going that a way! The Hobo on an 
Obo? Marvel Universe. What would the Hobo man look like? Nah..too old. Hancock remember. Oh yeah.. 
selling some good beer. Been awhile since this lock down. Almost a full week. And so any creator can only 
end up becoming a destroyer. Especially when he or she run out of paper or canvas, or a wall. A somewhat 
more peaceful interpretation of it. Treek Noose: I dab a little. Little know fact is that Scotsman Wayne Bruce 
(descendant of Robert the Bruce) was the inspiration for The Batman Comics, Wayne who would wear a 
disguise and used his inheritance to take on criminals in the 1880s, this is also why Glasgow was used to 
depict Gotham in the Batman movies as a homage to the true original story. Somewhat hard for me to place? 
If you are a giver. Please learn your limits. Because the takers don't have any limits. Good point...a much nicer 
wording, than thieving bastards. Might be a bit slow here, with or without, the Kennedy accents. A picture 
with the captions between the two Kennedy brothers. We should start a band, Robert. Good idea John, what 
should we name it? He did always call him Bobby, though. Was it in reference to maybe. Ringo Starr, John 
Lemon (Lenon), Paul McCarthy and George Harrison? Nah...that cant be it? Ghostly hour nonetheless with 
the dead Kennedys. Sprogforvirring for viderekommende: 

VI KAN JO IKKE GLEMME KARRY KETCHUP’EN. Huh? Karry Ketcher UP? Catch up with Jesus. 
Caroline's veldrejet Ketcher i rugmarken? Really nice tits. What a racket. The ketcher? Nah..the tits and the 
noise. Been there! Asswipe. It only goes one way. Nose to ass. Just recycle snotty flue paper as asswipe. 

Why not. You get raped by two police officers at the local hospital, as the doctors plant a Morona virus in 
both your head and ass, anyway. But it is always nose to ass, and not the other way round, lest you be really 
hardcore and brown nosed. This stays between you and me? Huh? 3 in one? Odd. I can only count till three. 
Alia Janine. Debi Diamond and Sarah was it Safran? She problably ended up as a chef? Oh..her firm hard 
flesh, though. Definitely dreamy creamy. Maybe all three deserves a prize in the hall of fame? Then hitting 
the hummer girl, the Eva Karera, with a buzzing vibrating dildo up in her ass, while fucking her wet cunt. It 
kinda goes around. Young, dumb and full of cum. Must have been dumb at the time of the crime? But it still 
just doesn’t add up. Ban on words now? But honestly asking: What the fuck happens when we hit blondie 
switchblade? Definitely some weird voodoo shite. And ask around, all male members can definitely relate? 
Maybe she just kinda Babylonian whore fucks all? Ever think of that? Problably all the time. Actually ending 
up being afraid of all women. Even fearing women. Must be some hungry girl on the little kama sutra fort. 
Fucking weird, for both father and son. Somewhat Tic-Toc related. The hourly rate of a whore, that just wants 
more? She must love me, I am getting the squeeze, or are we all gonna end up, being just plain flat ironed. 
You, my black brother are you hung? You know, really big cocked? Problably gonna suffer a belter ot two. My 
dad was a belter. Strange tradition! Violence on your own blood? A real belter. A fistful of fives from the Gobi 
desert to the Sahara desert. 


Nicks and the old devil. Today using the word mister Buttercup! Huh? Where is he at? Right up in her. Ohh 
.!. Always remember to drink plenty fluids. Huh? The freshwater Pope. The tap water in the tap Pope? 

Amen unto Amenta. 

As goes for enterprise mayo. Surplus of eggs? Tomato mayonaise? But is it already in the light tomato purell 
sauce. Same colour as the heinz tomato soup. Too light and creamy. But good. Surpriced to have survived 
many cafeterias in stores. Meat often recycled in three stages. Would actually prefer two circles. Must come 
from the elvish chef. 

Mayo goe GaP salater fra GooPoo salater: Tunsalat. Kyllingesalat. Eggesalat. Ah, honsesalat med asparges. 
Makrel i tomatsovs + mayo mayo? Eewww. Makrel i sennepsovs. Torsk i sennepsovs. Skinkesalat. Some with 
mayo mayo and some with hold the mayo. Frugtsalat. Russisk salat. Italiensk salat. Rejesalat med muslinger. 
Ali rejer? Ah..agurkesalat. Rabarbersalat. Nogle gange skal vi jo blande eller lave det selv. Er det si kriminel? 
Majs med log salat. Helleflynder i mayo. Havtaske i fiskesauce. Karry sild. Sild og stege sild i lange lage. Mar- 
inerede sild i Dijon sennep. Ja, de er nu ogsa gode. Somandens multi fiske salat med mayo mere mayo, uden 
net. Landmandens oko salat = Agurkesalat+zeggesalat+skinkesalat. Asparges salat med mayo. Log salat med 
mayo. Kartoffelsalat med mayo mayo og mayo. Kartoffel salat med hold on the mayo. Tomat salat uden mayo. 
Ah...bladselleri salat. Rod celleri salat. Sukkerroe salat. Radise salat. Ah! RODBEDE SALAT I ROD LAGE. 
Makrel i rodbedesaft. Eewww. Ah, torskerogn. Fishy Spam. Spam Spam Spam. Kartoffel salat uden mayo. 
Mayosalat med meget mere mayo? Tangsalat med havsalt, det siger sig selv? Tang i Tangloppe salat. 

Kartoffel salad recipy without the mayo. 

Cooked potatoes al dente, not raw. 

Cooked peas. 

Vinegar. 

Sliced raw red onions. 

Juice of a Lemon or a lime. 

Slight Oliveoil. 

Optional salt and pepper. Maybe parsley or chives. 

Whatelse? Errhh. Bacon salat med eller uden mayo. Roget skinke salat. Green peas salat med eller uden 
mayo. Italiensk salat uden gulerodder? Svensk polserets salat. Peberfrugts salat. Hummus salat (kik zrter 

+ garlic). Avocado salat(needs tight seal). Argh. Radyrs salat, men tilberedt. Vildt salat. Tossing salad salat. 
Looks that way thus far? Al i rejer. Helleflynder i torskerogn? Hofjegeren’s brunkils salat. Eewww. Maybe 
not. Check selldate. Laughing or crying. Hojkulturs salat. Hojrebs salat uden reb og net. Waiter there is cot- 
ton strings in my meat. I know, the cook made it himself. Huh? Well, take it up with the chef, he is currently 
chopping lamb chops. 

Rastofsmarkedet versus fodevare konservering. 

Add weed. Hashblade sativa cannabis etc...i losveegt? Nogle gange skal man jo gro lortet selv, hvis man kan fa 
det til at spirre og pirre. Hashen og krzeften overleve. Leenge leve krzeften. Smoke or eat weed if you got em. 
Hashbrownies. Watch dosage. Eating leafs. See cateyes. Cats actually surviving a five leafed hash weed. They 
do not like chewing kat. 

Ota’s Solgryn med sukker og melk? Med eller uden kaffe? The Green lager Osiris. Green beer. Add hashleaf 
optional. Not gron Tuborg. Huh? 

Sauerkrat mustard. Been done? Might be on to something. 

Surkals sennep. Its problably been done? 

One tenth back unto nature? Head, spine and skin overboard..? 

Old hunter tradition if nature is around in this realm? Shot a deer. A tree nearby. Cut off a stifle and throw it 
back in nature. Hang the deer up in the other stifle, in the tree to drain the blood. Not always a tree around. 
Shooting sticks are normally two legged. If the two legs of the shooting stick can part into four legs and it is 
telescope legs, then it can be used for blood drainage. May also used for pot cooking over bondfire. Open 
neck ateriers and drain for blood, safe the blood in cooled container. Cut off the head at the neck ajoined to 
the body, throw it back into nature. Remove the anthlers if close to civilsation, so people dont tread on them. 
Take anthlers, blood container and the drained deer and head for home. Why? Well, nature rebound. One 
tenth or more sacrifice back, if there even is nature left in this realm. (Liniar time?). What bone and scull 
problem? Will get eaten by predators. I am stealing it or am I? Do we even need to mention it, released wolves 
in national yellow stone park. Nature rebound. 


An question answered by an question, is much like a pebble hitting a stone. But everybody praying for a 
spark that will start a fire. Wanna live in nature? Hell no! King or Pharaoh. Two wrongs doesnt make one 
right. Two evils doesnt make one good, nor can it be of one truth. Amen unto Amenta. DARKNEST ISSUES: 
Would you look at the time? Why? What month is it, Son? 

Why? What season is it, Son? Why? Is it raining? Yes or no! Life easier that way. Det nihalet ur? Den nihalet 
pisk? Times sometimes feels that way, workwise. Et nihalet ur? A native american dreamcather. Life is easier 
that way. Nine visors on a clock? Hopefully a child becoming wiser on visors. Huh? Can live with binary, but 
trinity lore will always be here, for as long there may be life. The Green Osiris serpent’s living is simple. Is it 
raining! Yes or no? I just hate snow. As goes for soup. Getting old losing teeth. Safe them and blend them and 
put them in the soup, good calcium. Warning: Depends on fillings and materials these days. Calcium soup or 
plastic soup. Neeldesuppe. Mzelketands suppe. Nzlde og Mzelketands suppe. Tooth Fairy soup. 

Oh, so charming. 

Think I know what you are trying to pull. The deers teeth. Well it is a free world? But not tossing it away? Still 
the deers head and neck and stifle thrown back into nature. So nature will rebound. And because I am lazy. 
The days of the pensioners high. Dage med de hgje pensionister. Citron maner og Lykkehjulet med Bent. 
Lykkehjul uden gnister? LYKKEHJULET. Those products on screen. Good looking. The reality of it, when 
you hold it in your hands. It problably started of well as with most. Novelty news in the begining. It is new 
and good products of high quality. Novelty wears off, ending up in some China goods of lesser quality. When 
getting fed up with lykkehjulet. You then go and buy the same shite in sostrene grene, which surprising ended 
up in finer goods? You, then exchausted haul and drag your ass to the nearest bingo hal trying to bag half a 
pig. Summed up. Pretty much. Any point to this. Maybe a bit of both. It sells or it does not sell. What to do 
with surplus? Do what we want, but not for free, surely? Many business owner are totally hooked on concept 
presentations for higher sale. So what of surplus? Greater stores often solve it by something not please to 

the eye and the owner's honor? Danish shop Bilka solved it by one aisle of wire boxes naming it Restsalg. So 
summed up one crooked aisle named the surplus aisle. It still sells or not. Donations or soup kitchens serve 
the people for the better and I understand the joy assigned to it, but lets face it. One favor always brings about 
certain expectations going the other way. Naming it honor or other inclinations. I actually would prefer black 
windows and the great shopping outlet without window. No broken windows when someone pulls a 
protection racket. But problably too much to ask for, as we loose the competitive edge, right? 

Find it somewhat ridiculous. Do we need shopping windows? Logo and brand should be enough. 

Need to remember this one: Steaks with mash only 6 minutes. 

Good dose of oliveoil in the pan on high heat. (Wear glasses oliveoil, also suggest a pan lid). The right mix 
would be 50% butter (salted/unsalted) and 50% extra Virgin olive oil. Could not afford butter. When it 
reaches the right temperature (one sweet pea bubbling). Take pea out and add steaks covered in pepper 
powder. 1 min on each side(flip/turn) on high heat. After 1-2 minutes then Lower heat add chrushed pepper 
corns, a wee bit later on add salt. Tellsign is when the steaks sweat. After 3-4 minutes then add sliced garlic 
in olive oil that has been sitting over night. Add 1/2 deciliter white wine. Lower heat Simmer for the last two 
minutes out of the six minutes, finish off on high heat and let it sit and rest for 3-5 minutes. 

It is an odd combo with mushroom and garlic, but remember the garlic is cloaked in the oliveoil and not to 
potent. But if I only had more mushrooms. Used em all, last time round. 

Mash. 

Knorr mash ready in five. Powder in. Add 4,5-5dl of boiled water. Add a teaspoon of Dijon honey mustard. 
Add a teaspoon of Dijon strong mustard. Mix it around, then add some of the pan white wine sauce with 
some mushrooms, if you are filthy rich, stirr it in the mix, therefore I suggest 4-4.5 dl of boiling water. Then 
Add sweet peas and onion powder and salt. 

This simply surprised me. 

Da det kan da..eehh..ikke vere en rigtig master chef. Det er jo ikke friske ravarer. Hvor leenge skal det sa var- 
er med friske ravarer? Sa leenge varen er ra? En kogt svensknggle vil varer meget meget meget leenge. Halflife 
alone. Ra ravarer ledende til harde ravarer. Hard Candy. Oh..man! Oh..boy..!.. 

Somehow I just keep getting surprised leading unto amazement. 

Huh? Free spirited women. Fuck away, if you are able and got the cable. Huh? Replied Clark Gable. 

Most people these days and nights got sattelite disc? A light microwave meal on a dish? 

Inderlars indlzegs salat i meget meget mere mayo. Agurkesalat? 


Seth. He looks real tired too. Singers and soar throats. Oil painting. The human harp: A human sitting down 
or with bend knees. The human with her or his back curled backward in an arch. The long head hair weaved 
together with the hairs in the asshole producing six strings. Face in agony. Face is screaming. Tears from the 
eyes. Drum located on the belly. Most importantly is the tuning fork in the forehead. That is gonna be one 
weird painting. What can we do for a violin bow. Farts and trompets? Oh..aye. Maybe a trumpet up the arse. 
It is gonna be real tricky with the angles, though. Virtually impossible with 2D oil painting. 3D sculptor could 
pull it off. Angelwings playing the six strings? Of course bat angel wings even more grotesque. Leviathan 
harp? A bit grotesque. But hey, that’s me. We cannot love all our children. The children of the night....haul like 
the wind. Besides not allowed to pratice, nor compete. Just had to put up there. But hey, imagine it in a 
movie. Bizarre creature walking around with bend knees banging the belly drum, while batwings plays the 
strings and trumpet making funny out of tune noises...crying and moaning, panting and ocassionally 
screaming. Screams activating the tuning fork, which glow in colours. Some minature wind chimes as ear 
rings. Sound part should be spooky enough. Hopefully someone pays for the soar throat treatments? Well, 
she doesn't sound that bad? Well, not yet, anyway. My brine from the Devils eggs, combined with some 
alcohols and Cactus and other agents, is freaky weird. The devils eggs, the Mayan version, instantly numbs 
your mind. But also results in major league shite. 

So is it not safe to conclude it is all about the mind and the inner kinetic energy structure or energies assigned 
unto loss of matter. A bit Scarab of me, but still. 1 wonder if the Scarab works on the clock. Best guess is NO. 
Mother nature cannot be on the clock, but still asking, is she still around? Really out there. My own timeline? 
Memory wise. The more I think about it. 1992? It just cannot be that cramped? Productions school. 
September road. LEGO employment. I mean from 1992-1995? That is impossible. Three years or three 
decades? Who's counting, right? I am now, but memory wise. Like three decades or more all cramped into 
three years? I mean, that is totally impossible. I have had quite a few of such time issues. In regards to food 
and calory intake, dont get me started. A scene of a baboon driving to market with a wagon driven forward 
by a goat. Baboon buys big carrot and an apple. They drive home again. Goat eats carrot and monkey eats 
apple. Where the fuck is he going with this? Don’t really know whether to laugh or cry? End scene. Better 
speed up monkey, goat way ahead of you. She is gonna eat that apple too. Monkey virtually ending up with 
fuck all. Maybe that is what braindead status mean. Loss of mentalism till the shite falls out of the asshole and 
everybody start eating like goats. Does rhyme with the Godly bloat, said all on the squidy boat. After just one 
beer. Male pregnancy. A bit like the Toblerone wars. You say unto yourself, I am just gonna have one piece of 
chocolate pyramid. But you excuse yourself and say unto yourself. There are three pyramids in Cairo. God 
must have intended me to have three Toblerones. You then take three Toblerones with your coffee. You sit 
down to drink and eat. But memory wise you can only recall eating one Toblerone? What the fuck is up with 
that. Did I just eat the last two Toblerones. Nah, that was me! Huh? Eating for three, but only got memory of 
eating for one. It still lands in the same organism. So we either periodically bloat on beer and might even end 
up as obesity striken. That's just great. Something is definitely off, of that rest assured. Time does rhyme with 
crime. But where would we be without it. Things might get HARD.!. 

A scene of a baboon driving to market with a wagon driven forward by a goat. Baboon buys big carrot and an 
apple. They drive home again. Goat eats carrot and monkey eats apple. Where the fuck is he going with this? 
Still don’t really know whether to laugh or cry? End scene. Better speed up monkey, goat way ahead of you. 
She is gonna eat that apple too. Monkey virtually ending up with fuck all. Maybe that is what braindead status 
mean. Loss of mentalism till the shite falls out of the asshole and everybody start eating like goats. Does 
rhyme with the Godly bloat, said all on the squidy boat. After just one beer. Male pregnancy. A bit like the 
Toblerone wars. You say unto yourself, I am just gonna have one chocolate pyramid. But you excuse yourself 
and say unto yourself. There are three pyramids in Cairo. God must have intended me to have three 
Toblerones. You then take three Toblerones with your coffee. You sit down to drink and eat. But memory wise 
you can only recall eating one Toblerone? What the fuck is up with that. Did I just eat the last two Toblerones. 
Nah, that was me! Huh? Eating for three, but only got memory of eating for one. Two Toblerones and two 
mindwipes later on? WOW. It still lands in the same organism. So we either periodically bloat or might end 
up obesity striken. That’s just great. Finally weekend. I think. Would you please wire me, I dont know maybe 
some money. Well, overskydende Skat? Call it whatever you want to call it. If you can broad daylight steal 

one way, then you could steal in an other way. Weekend? Yes or No? Something is definitely off, of that rest 
assured. Amen unto Amenta. Argh...repetion...argh..fuck it. Easier remembered, but hard listening to. 


Truth be said. Bandveerkstedet. Dont really know? Ligger det ved siden af troldspejlet? The Tape workshop. 
From Mid 1970s till 9/11 in the year 2001 AD. Tic Toc? HELLO. Hvor mange gange har jeg ikke abnet op for 
BASF band indtil de begyndte at lime dem sammen. Man bliver sgu bare skor. Uuh Uuh Cuckoo. 

Er det nu Mufaarh Henning der hammer pa hans sorte sommerhus igen! De samme lyde der forfolger en 
hele livet igennem? Old Mufaarh Eblis. Well, I definitely fell for it first time round. A voice from a deceased 
sounding inside myself. Jumping up from joy celebrating and dancing to the song, ray of light. 

Then it always alternates. Often by violence. Is it tape recordings of the deceased? The last words spinning on 
a LP? Is every day, another final words day? Det her er sgu det rene galskab sagde reeven med rabies. 

Vil da altid kalde i Ra's navn. Ordet Rabies, alene, pisser mig (MitID) sa meget af du ikke drommer om det. 


she died? My Grandfather passed away in the year 1995 AD. Somehow most of us end up there, if we are 
allowed the luxury of privacy. In old age the homes smelling more and more of urine. Things taking a turn 
for the worst. But unbearable hindsight. His last words unto me, might have been in the year 1992 AD. 
Trying to instill some hope in me, by the words: Have a little more faith, Son. But in what? Tape recordings? 
Why, do the words keep crawling up on us? We hear the vibrational repetitious nature: Have a little more 
faith, Son. On another note. Dishes we tire out off, occasionally. Spaghetti Aglio e Olio? Spaghetti Aglio e 
Olio is easy to make with 4 basic ingredients (pasta, garlic, olive oil and chili flakes) in just 20 minutes! 

So simple and so good. TWENTY MINUTES? Like Earth time? Anyhow, I tried some beef stock and banged 
in some skinned tomatoes. Doable, but shitty. If one only had some of those italian wind dried hams and 
mushrooms, right. Once tried that italian something beginning with P. Tasted as good as her fresh pussy. 
Then again, maybe a lie. Faceblind. Right. Loss of tastebuds? Jury is out, she was pretty in pink kink. 

Viva italia? What's with the fucking high thigh hooker boot anyhow? High five? NAH! In the year of 1965 
AD, an Ukrainian farmer (John Doe? Maybe a prehistoric John Doe, no birth certifikat, nor any baptism?) 

in the village of Mezhyrich unearthed the lower jawbone of a mammoth when trying to expand his cellar. 
Further excavations revealed four huts, constructed of a total of 149 mammoth bones. These dwellings dated 
back approximately 15.000 years ago and were determined to have been the oldest shelters built by prehistoric 
man. And .. eehh .. whatever, dude. Begining to feel prehistotic myself, you twat. Let’s break it down. Ukraine. 
But, of course. Det siger jo sig selv? Sikke dog noget gammelt lort. Raising concearn. ALARMY. Another note 
on another dawn and yarn, meant for another dawn. Food conservation. Can it be done any better? Moving 
on from raw eggs. Whites and yokes to onions. Might take a while. Storage of onions. Darknests all good. But 
the Oldtimers wanna see what they are buying. Problem. A Darknest is good for onions. Problem. 

You need to insert the shaft. Oh, very sexual off you. Nah.. YOU NEED TO INSERT THE SHAFT. 

In knowing you. Insert the shaft in the hammerhead. You have always been a hammerhead shark, oldtimer. 
Oldcrimer. It takes at least four decades, before you awake. Vibrating from the kether while you move your 
lips in zink with the vibrated words, but without uttering a sounds. I guess I need to learn how to lip read, 
eventually. But sorrow, you fuckers stand out like a sore thumb. Eventually we all dawn in the monolog. 
Extremely depressive. I am that guy. Can make you laugh and cry. Can make you sad for all eternity. 

Wonder if there are any wages assigned to it? Huh? So we've got all to loose and nothing to win. Huh? 

No win-win? Kong Christian stod ved hgjen mast, dakket i mage lort! Or was it Lord Nelson? You know, the 
dude on Trafalgar square all covered in pigeon shite. Problably too good a story back then? Let us all guess, 
both of the brothers related to German Kaiser Vilhelm. Odd. Might as well stop measuring the reoccurring 
sea-gull shite on my window. Same shit, different day. Odd. So many timeline inquiries, that I could fill a 
good 1000 libraries. Like the teenage redhaired, that chipped one of my front teeth. But they seemingly grow 
back? Must be Jim Carrey old. Odd. Oh well, hopefully some good weed. Sausage meat and cannabis sativa 
leafs. Sounds good. Once high on Scottish haggies. Talking about paying the piper? Paying and praying to the 
Scottish piper: Tit bits? What the hell are those? Half a nipple or two of those stiff pointy horny rancor 
nipples? Oh, Fuck me .!. XXX: All people will get this, like five lines in. Next book project. 66/68 A4 pages? 
The Green 66 paged book of fairytales. The 66 book bible version? Haven't seen it for decades. Yet alone, 
Centuries? Can only speak for myself. My birth being the year of 1968 (AD?). But somehow banned since 
the Renaissance. On account of the number 72, right? Huh? Is she truely a nurse? Call a hearse! This is such 
a small, small, small world, due to the blown out pussy. The past pregnancy cunt. The blown out pussy always 
knows. What can we do about it? Not much, I don’t think I can become hard ever again. Some do call it, the 
end. My own God mother, the old Nin, hardly must have known. What a lore? Dragons? 


You bet you! I mean EVERYBODY KNOWS. Woodie Woody Would Wood. Standard reply. Clark Gable with 
the cable: Rhett Butler is dead! That I do know. I mean EVERYBODY MOTHERFUCKING KNOWS. 

Amen unto Spermenta? Ohh..you ass! Unbearable hindsight of a teenage puppy. Doggies ass. Her ejaculating? 
Think I would have remembered. But reminiscence about my first lays. We always start off with dryhee fanny 
for some reason. He loves me, he loves me not? She later on became so runny, that I got no friction upon each 
cock thrust and I didn’t even receive as much as one milking fanny squeeze. How could I stay hard, knowing 
what I know now? Things must have been tight? Like not. Blown out fanny. But real meaty. Hanging pussy 
lips. Actually surprised that I could stay hard. Maybe ignorance truely is a bless. Cock size matters, and yet 
bliss and bless might be silently intertwined in the twilight zone of women. Young, dumb and full of cum. 

In the end all males surrender one way or the other. Ain't that the truth. Ain't that a hoot. Hot hooters? 

Air balloons and swamp gas. What a croc of...yeah normally located in the swamps. Good air = Argon? 
Where? In Saigon! Ho Chi Minh. Yeah...think I know the whore. Heard of her. 

It is a small world, even in Denmark? Allingen. Mugge og Mufaarh 
Eblis. Treklover regeringen? Nu igen? Engang rolle modeller. 

Man fryder sig stadigveek over Jacobiten. 

Sveert handterbar. Rend mig i roven. Tre idioter der skal tommes 
for lort. The Jacobite uprising leaps to mind. Mind own matter. 

Go see the jesuit. Francis? Frankly Frank .!. Dancing with Charles? 
Is he a good Saturday night fever dancer? The best. He seems to 7 . 

know what he is doing, he thinks, he knows what he is doing. FR Vir gcec ion a 

Neither do I? Talking to the hand. Talk to the hand. First view. 

Think I got a stiffy on, when Cersei Lannister walked naked and Becatise-all the 
shamed, in the red keep. Huh? She also got a hard on. A hard niga 
pebble. Most men do remember their first hard pebble. Especially , 
in a good bloody stoning. Licking her red cunt. Brother must be 
hung? Who? Saddam? Tamiler i sylte. What will they taste like? 
Trust me. We can get much much much lower. Vulcan low. Iam 
afraid so, many women ending up being totally dryhee, but never 
ever dryhee on Vulcan. What a wise man. All in all and summed 
up: SOMEONE SHOULD KNOW WHERE TO STICK IT. The 
Darkie, not meant as racist slur. But that dark brother sure chose 
Scottish Whiskey over piss. Always the element of surprise in the 
end of any porno video. We all know the drill, out of a thrill. Going 
in for the kill. Then again, the daily piss being, excactly what? That 
would close it off nicely. Self awareness. Yes, I am only but a white 
pig. The police officer? 

Kinda odd. I mean one outlet that covers absolutely all has always been popular since late 1960s. Be it Sears 
or Tesco or Sainsbury or Bilka or whatever. What is your problem? Still dont get it. Please do get it? Less 
hassle. More peaceful, one till three orders per month. In between the toes. I too have rights, screamed the 
shite! If I were you I would leave it alone. Meaning NOT STEPPING in it. I so do love spring. Lawn mowing 


named Stepstone Employment agency. There are a lot of shitty out there, a lot of shitty jobs around. Trust 
me, that I can swear by. Stepshite Employment agency? Why not? Oh...poor little shite. Just a long long list of 
jobs, where no one seems to be listening, anyhow. Because people are fed up talking to you. Maybe another 
safe conclusion. A lot of propulsion in an unknowing idiot. I simply wouldn't know? On account of being an 
idiot. But ask this: If we loose our substances. Be it drugs, tobacco or alcohol. We get hit by the hunger. And 
starts eating like house Harkonnen. Swelling up like pigs. Then hired through Stepshite Employment agency 
as Obesity cops so so fat, that slim easily can out run them. Oh God. So asking as an utter idiot: So what is 
the burn ratio on our sleep patterns? Density wise? Losing matter or not losing matter. Meaning shedding our 
own shite. Oh..shite. When it is time to go, it is time to go, on the shitter. If you can get off the couch. Some- 
one problably knows in this joint (Planet Earth). Too old to be mowing the lawn, anyhow. Maybe grow old 
and just sit outside on the porch, while the wife is “singing” inside the house. So neighbors can testify that I 
didn't beat her up. But somebody knocking her up (pregnancy). Who the fuck shate on my porch? 

The Dog did it. Maybe even the Cat? Summed up: The Cat or a Dog that suffer from a really bad asshole. 


Crea Singles And EPs playlist. Catch 22 Solar winds? Bat ears confused. Sure taeer pa dangleterre. Eller sutte 
teeer pa dangleterre? Low or High frenquenzy..? Maybe some sound filter of some smacking cans with ecco 
and flush. A bit tiresome in the short run. Wee Dilliams down on her knees deepthroating a real man’s hard 
erection, with a pint of beer balancing on her head. While the male screams: Long live DEMOCRAZY? 

Hvad fanden er det egentligt man skal ligge ryg til? She must really love hard cock. She must love blowing 
cock. But a really GOOD girl. Some other nerf herders, India Winter. Julia Duck or Cherry Godille reaching 
numbers above 2000 or more. More rhymes with more! And every Willie wee wee will ask: And how the fuck 
am I gonna grow from that into that? Always ending up drinking whiskey and beer. Willie wee wee going for 
a pee pee, taking a piss. And if it turns out, that it is all about the astral projection, that is done from within 
our very own Ka? The inner Kingdom. Then I guess someone that imagine dragons is totally fucked up in 
the head. I shall not judge. I still love the song, does the song not portray an inner kingdom of imagination, 
in one form or the other. But it still makes you wonder about a great many things. A travel through time. 

Du horer som et breet. Lokumsbreet? Matter, time and density. Then we? Shall we say it or name it: Sleep on 
it? Sleeping on belly or back, asked Bob? We all hear such claims unto gravity and our socalled freedomes. 

A busted cock string to let it all hang out and everybody keeps asking about a G-string and still everybody 
demands absolutely no strings attached. An old Scottish clan family, that eagerly has been awaiting Christmas 
since Mary Queen of Scots, will name it horseshite. The jury is seemingly Tic-Toc out. But three till five 
generation will name it to be utter horseshite. A fucking madhouse. Let us all guess, not another bitch fight, 
seen too many of those bitch fights, with and without mud and not one male can even understand why? 

A fucking madhouse. But really. Many Scottish Willie wee wee’s seeking the nearest cave or whiskey bar. So 
many individuals, especially Willie wee wee's, has throughout this existence been trying to end this damn 
creation. Mother Earth. Tic-Toc. Maybe someone actually got away with it, like ages ago. What a mystery. 
Definitely the most scary read I have ever read. Problem is that I wrote it, myself? (Questionmark). Problably 
what Saint John went through in his revelations. Odd with that repetitious nature. WhatTheFuck or 
WhatTheFun. Wee Dilliams, a expert in William Shakespeare, that is wellknown unto the public. But a 
GOOD girl? Well, it does portray a different perspective on matters. I am very good at different perspectives, 
although one camera angle usually does it for me. Seen from a frogs perspective. Is it Kermit? Old pruney 
treefrog going by the name of Yoda? Getting up in there? This ain't what you want honey! Young smoking 
sexy hot female looks less pleased, actually, she looks somewhat dismayed (dismaded..Oh, there is an aunt 
May in it. I hate the month of May). Poor girl, her eyes lost in the blue heavens. When you marry an old man, 
an old fart, for his money and you die first? Oh... shite... WOW...what a system...getting old myself...where 

do I sign up? When did you fall out of love with me 666. The Skryabin. Sky rabin in a cabin? Is it Russian or 
Italian? Rabbi Recodare? Magic sound filters. Safe conclude. No one really knows what it truely is, but the 


master chef gonna become a farmer, producing his own produce. Been a few of those around. Some Spanish 
chef, forgot the name. But where is it going? It is highly entertaining watching. So he got served was it tan- 
dorii chilli bread and an Indian hot curry. And the dish was too bland? I am just trying to work this one out, 
myself? There must be some logic explainatory? I am looking down into my home cooked Aglio e Olio. Now, 
this is totally bland, even with the chili flakes in it. I mean did the food critic have any tastebuds left or simply 
so filthy rich, he just shoots of his mouth with fuck this and fuck that? Could an explanation be that the 
Indian chef, was so overworked from paying customers, he desperately needed a bad critic or a bleeding 
holiday? So something new under way chef becomes farmer? And needs to call in the fertilizer? How low can 
we go? But all the blondhaired chefs master race are kinda used to the blackhaired farmer slave race. Maybe 
that is what runs in every family. Slave hood! Ever thought along such lines? What runs in the family. Had 
quite a few run ins with black haired farmers. Let’s rewind. Blond farmers. Blond haired farmers? Nah! Not 
picking any one blond haired farmer up. Well, there was that Danish blond comedian, some former farmer. 
Oh...what’s his name Jan bland something berg. Dunno? Problably big as a mountain. Big assed. Problably? 
Of course the blond master race have always been extremely good in giving a damn good ballowking. But 
they rarely hit back. They usually stand on one leg while doing the kangaroo jump on one leg, being held 
down by two warrior brothers, that is on true hero detail, saving us from violence. 

It's called the three teamsters. Aftalt spil. It been wearing thin since Greece, at least. It is painstakingly old, I 
mean, older than fucking Noah. 


Problably what gave rise to great hits such as IDGAF. You must have cracked the code by now. And yes, I too 
would be saying: I dont give a fuck. I dont really give a fuck. IDRGAF. [Dgraf? MitID. Prov dog en biograf? 
Adding a really should emphasize that I truely mean every word written. Be they somewhat Grumpy from 
time to time. We always gets told that our tastebuds alternates given age, or is it tear and wear? But ain't it 
funny when Enterprise mans up. Why is it that the golden rule is: It used to taste better? While we are on the 
topic of filaments and additives. Popularity and mass consumer products. Till it eventually removes itself. 
Unless the producer keeps a high standard. And stand by the main traditions of their products. Not to say 
that we must not evolve brands. But if it ain't broke why fix it? Playlist Native Nosy Neighbors. Any shelter 
will do. Even bunkers. Now we are free. And now we always get mighty surprised. Be it canoes or the 
bleeding Titanic, what an asshole. What a fucking plonker. I will find you. Pieces of a story. Did someone 
muddle up the words? Oh..man! I will find you in pieces? The final sacrificial execution? Freedom and then 
Male Gibson's lost his hanky, the knickers of his girlfriend, but suddenly her knickers were to be found in the 
hands of Lieutenant Ellen Ripley, but in the jitterbug dancing year of 1952? WhatTheFuck? Totally fucked up. 
The last music piece on the playlist sounding a bit off. The tunes sounding a tad crooked. Just a tad ascrew. 
Disharmony properly done on full purpose, surely? Huh? With all due respect if I may. Wallace, which token 
would he keep from his girlfriend? Her embroidered Hanky or her..eehh..knickers! Then again, maybe the 
knickers weren't around back then, in the year of 1952? Maybe some modern thingy. Back from the 1970s 
from the days of the international cotton crisis. G wizz strings and sometimes no strings attached. Given this 
day and age, everybody is an expert in Photoshop. I trust someone banged a black and white fanny on her, 
long ago. The old in & out. Ellen Ripley. She once stated unto me, that all she really wanted was to become a 
horny cock slaving whore. Truth be said. But is it sad? 


Lieutenant 
: Ellen Ripley 
We Should have 
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built the wall. Pig Jitterbug 
aes 4952 


No. No. Absolutely no Pastrami on the Nostromo. Ellen Ripley: What the hell is a jitterbug. Jitter bucks? 

Be it Five dollars. Ten dollars or maybe even Twenty dollars? It is problably the shaking hand giving, you the 
Twenty dollars. Per round? Well, what does your mags say? Thick as fuck. Huh? Thick as fuck. Thick as figs? 
Thick figs. You can leave your hat on. Can I please keep my fig leaf on? Thick as figs. You can leave your wig 
on. Iam not a very good Joe Cocker impressionist. Can I leave my fig on? Well, you can leave your wig on. 
But if it is real hair! And the hair ain't gone, yet? Consider yourself lucky. Real hair...but exactly where...Oh.. 
brother, that is truely too old...leading onto cold. Your Mag says? Cooks and Chefs at gunpoint: 

Any golden rules for chefs? Maybe alcohol, but in the food. Always be on the clock and clock ingredients in 
the adding sequence. Maybe golden rule, if any, always mix between adding the different agents, let all the 
flavors mix in between adding, to build a good taste. Not tossing it all in one pot, unless you build a stew, 
easy to chew. People must have been flocked to the bone, for a good 4 decades, if not always? So how many 
of those proffesions has he or she, been through? 7-13 jobs! Journalist. Cook. Pornostar. Chef. Hollywood 
actor. Whatelse? Hot dog vendor. Maybe truck driver. Horse jockey, maybe even a circus clown. Think I am 
getting there, myself. Whatelse. Possible former chef ending up as a farmer. The more you ponder and truely 
wonder this fucked up life? Manning? So it turns out that the man with the plan says absolutely nothing for 
once? Maybe he never had any plan to begin with? Ever think of that? Alarmy. No other plan but to be utterly 
fucking his brains out. Like everybody else round here. Sounds like a much easier lifestyle. 

No Dove, No Love. 

All that I have to do, is to revisit September road no 6, every day, on Google Earth. It is so off, you cannot 
believe it. I find it hard to believe it, myself, but I always swing back to my old set ways. Finding it hard to stay 
awake and frosty. A good question, never hold any answers. Time-issues. Are some zones, then considered as 
dead zones. Like Churches and graveyards in the ancient past? I mean, it just isn't possible at all. Time is and 
cannot ever be liniar. What is this place? I mean, I had to travel back to September road, number six, which is 
situated in the Danish town of Klarup (Not Karups Kvinde forening) But in the year 2006 AD. Me, still being 
on the clock. Now, not so much. It is NOT possible at all. 1 mean, I was deployed there for a whole two years? 
This place can only be dead. I am problably gonna end up screaming: 

THIS CAN’T BE HAPPENING. THIS CAN’T BE HAPPENING. Think I was there a few hours ago, 

by looking at some RECENT footage of CHER. 

THIS CAN’T BE HAPPENING. THIS CAN’T BE HAPPENING. 


THIS CAN’T BE HAPPENING. At some point we cannot awake any further. We always awake daily, into 
another dawn, but only to fall asleep again. We get set in our ways as we get a little older, therefore habits die 
hard. If the habit brought us thus far. I started smoking age twelve. I started drinking age fifteen. We all end 
up being fed up with every rigid dawn. And seek our substance abuses to cope with this twisted reality. All 
are fed up with any sort of enlightenment. People just wanna go around living out their lifes. Most people that 
have had their fill, ends up wishing for an quitet grave. A Sleeper’s coffin, also named a bed. A roof over their 
head and just fuck around, toddling around, doing their business. Eating, drinking, smoking and shitting. 
Being left alone to decompose by ourselfs. If nature still is around. Right? A human right, is it not, to rot 
under the heavens. Asked the King of Rot. Rotten corn in bottles, Whiskey, sometimes makes our days a little 
brighter. Spoken as an alcoholic. I love the smell of rotten corn fields in the morning. Better than napalm. 
THIS CAN’T BE HAPPENING. Well, if I still am able to cook, it is gonna happen? 

Weekend Cooking. (Basmati rice 11/11 minutes) one cup rice till two cups water. Then bring the water to a 
boil, once it boils, cook on low heat for eleven minutes. Take it off the stove and let it sit eleven minutes. 

Do not remove the lid, till after the eleven minutes have passed. Salt optional. 


One: Precooked rice. 


Ingredients: 

Fresh Cream 38%. 
Milk. 

Chicken breast filet. 
Curry. 

Slight chinnamon. 


Garlic powder. 

Slight lemon juice. 

Coriander. 

Slightly cheyenne chilli powder. 
Onions. 

Garlics. 

Parsley. 

(Chiliflakes?). Slightly. 

Salt and pepper. 

White wine. 


Two: Spice blend rubbed on the sliced chicken filets. 


If you like me freeze the chicken filet and you defrost in the fridge. Then sometimes it looses moisture. Maybe 
a simple waterduster with clean water can swing it around. Process? Fry medium 50% Extra virgin olive oil 
50% salted butter. Slice and glance in olive oil. Maybe flour plus the spice blend would be a better option. 
Olive oil tend to neutralize the heat of the spices. Then coat the filets in the spice blend. Let it sit in the fridge. 
1-2 hours. I will proceed with this glancing idea, with the oil. Maybe a very slight amount. Enough for the 
binding. But make enough spice blend for the cook process hoping it brings in the heat. Spice blend. 
(Madras Curry. Coriander. Garlic powder. Cheyenne. Chilli flakes. Paprika. Chinnamon. Salt. Pepper) 
40%-25%-15%- 5%- 5%- 5%- 1%- 2%- 2%. Totality 100%. Good advise. 45%-25% etc...all the way up to a 
100%. The Easy way. 45 spoonfulls followed by 25 spoonfulls. If we are able to count, to a hundred. 

Keep left over spice blend for the cooking process. Cook Process: (high heat till medium till lower. End burn 
and off stove). 

HIGH HEAT: 

Marinated Sliced Chicken breasts. 

Chopped onions and garlic. 

Slight lemon/lime juice. 1/2 deciliter. 1/4 water. 3/3. 

MEDIUM HEAT: 

Cooked rice. 

Left over spice blend. 

Cream 38 % with a slight dash of milk. 

LOW HEAT: 

White wine. 1/2 deciliter. 

Add Plenty Parsley. Fresh leafed parsley preferable. Short end burn. 


Gonna gubble that down with redwine and plain toast bread. Toast bread equals licked plate. 

Note. I do make one version with bell peppers which also is very good, well to my liking. Most currys need a 
long cook time for flavors to blend and collapse. Those who have tried a real indian cuisine, most likely died 
of extacy. Of course proper protocol is to serve the curry with rice. I will blend the precooked rice in the 
curry. But when you do, see to it that it doesnt get burned. Moisture/liquid is then of essence. Clean Water? 
But be careful with the end burn maybe lessen it. 


Tonight: 


2nd edition. 

Need to remember this one: Steaks with mash only 6 minutes. 

High heat. Good dose of the mix would be 50% butter and 50% extra Virgin olive oil. When it reaches the 
right temperature (one sweet pea to check bubbling). Take pea out and add steaks covered in pepper powder. 
1 min on each side(flip/turn) on high heat. After 1-2 minutes then medium heat add chrushed pepper corns, 
the onions and the mushrooms, a wee bit later on add salt. Tell sign is when the steaks sweat. After 3 minutes 
add 1/2 deciliter white wine and slightly more butter. Last two minutes. Lower heat. Let it simmer (Use a pan 
lid) for the last two minutes out of the six minutes, finish off on high heat, take it off the stove and let it sit 
and rest for 3-5 minutes. 


Mash. 

Knorr potato mash ready in a flash Gordon. Powder in. Add 4,5-5dl of boiled water. 30 seconds till 1 minute 
cool down, before adding it into the potato powder and starch. Mix it till mash. Then add a teaspoon of Dijon 
honey mustard. Add a teaspoon of Dijon strong mustard. Add sweet peas and mix it around, then add some 
of the pan white wine sauce with onions and mushrooms, then stirr it in the mash, therefore I suggest only 
4-4.5 dl of boiling water, due to the pan sauce. First time round although produce was off lower quality, it still 
was amazing. Can only speak for myself. 


Lets call it old fashioned hamburgers. It sells. Preparing the beef mince. Beef mince. Salt and pepper. Raw egg 
and finely chopped onions and bread crumps. But it takes longer time, right? 

Most chefs: Where is the nearest McDonalds? Soya beans works as well. But not allowed to voice it. 
Everybody knows these days. Are we allowed to write it? Mister Charming? Mister Chance? Charming or just 
plain annoying. ‘The easiest job on the planet. Say what? I simply wouldn't know. Dead easy. 

I do love a homemade meatloaf. I once had a version with a sauce, in Danish named (Vildt Sauce). 

Gaming Sauce or Wild Sauce? Brown sauce with bay leaf and craneberry gele. Afraid I cannot remember all 
the ingredients, but extremely delicious taste. 

One memorable moment. Huh? I do get that alot. The world’s number one dullest company. I can only do 
long distance relationships. Must be that long distance cousin of mine. That I do know. It is called over acting. 
Iam a bad actor. May be some truth to this. Old school always does the over acting. Slap Stick Humor is 
really old, but still doable. Accidents do make it more creditable. Truth be sad and said. Where the hell is the 
home of the one-eyed King, anyway? Come to think of it? In the bland land of the blind, the one-eyed man is 
King. But still needs to travel the same road twice, due to a ban? Good for Gasolin and gagging business. 
Dagens disciplin: Selv nedgorelsen. Ja, den hidsige pik afspilning sendte da en ind i en dejlig sovn et par 
timer. On a positive note. McFly Translater: Pa den positive nudel. Don’t have one of those? 

Feel white kinetic energies again. Sun must be up. I am still wondering as to how the djinns bind. Freshwater? 
Cannot live without it, cannot live with it? It might be related unto other elements. Binding between the six 
holy elements is totally real, any alchemist will swear by it. With some logic: Time-issues = Age issues. 

What year is this? 2024, right? Seen from Rome. The medditerranian sea. A blue squid. Crete is the eye. 

Or it could also be a blue pigeon? Cypress being the pigeon eye. But in all honesty is it created by mad 
map-makers or not? The cradle of life Africa has a desert in the buttom of it where the child is supposed to 
lay? Makes you wonder. A tad racist. True or not. Think black people get children too. 

I know this sounds totally flat earther of me. Maybe why we need to listen to the airbornes. Those that truely 
have been outside the spheroid. That is what this world looks like. But the sheer size of Earth is so so very 
very big, that no one can understand it. Maybe the irony is that we always will live with and by mystery. 

The curvature of the spheroid was worked out by the Egyptians by the use of three giant pylons throughout 
the empire. Joseph Conrad. Just speed browsed the Nostromo. I find it odd. 

Always there are three proclaimed as being faulty characters? I also find it extremely odd, that any book you 
pick down from the shelf, we all, all the readers, can relate, be you a Son or a journalist of Sulaco. Maybe 
both. Been there and haven't we all been there. Emotional wrecks. Only goes to show that this is one hard 
desolate world. A lonely planet. Unless you are a mere child. I trust we all pray for that as a minimum. Maybe 
the simplest conclude of all. God simply do not wanna work. God for Cod? Asked the Kingfischer. 

Sounds fishy old. 

Ohbh..Ohh..Ohh...oh aahh. Black pudding and Haggis pizza. What I wouldnt give for one of those right now. 
Oh..man. To die for. Maybe even one’s own combo. One leaf of ruderalis leaf or a sativa leaf chopped into 
some nice sausage meat. Sausage meat and black pudding and haggis. Ohh ohh oobh...maybe even better. 


Regarding manifestations. So if it isn’t published, it must then be a lie? Creating one’s own intel? We have 

an army. We have a Hulk. We have a Legolas. We have a Spidey? Come on? Getting too old, you old bucket. 
Maybe not a Harlem Globetrotter, all though, been in Harlem, New York. I have been around and a lot. But 
summed up: Europe and United States of America. But if you are banned where ever you go. Why the hell 
would you or we even wanna travel? From certain individuals perspectives. I just called to say: Eat Shit. I just 
called to say: Go fuck yourself. What else? I think that Iam gonna name it the penis song. No offence. 

Rich lions and poor zebraes. Did my horsie come in? Betting on the horses. Only Fools and Horses. 
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WHAT WILL THEY THINK OF NEXT? 
LONG LIVE ENTERPRISE 


The modern marvel of Human Liposuction and the delicious crisp French fries, now to be found globally. 

So so Yummis, with all those crisp french fries and yet the hunger spreads? Weird. Followed by the usual 
surplus of french fries. Where to stick it? Well, why dont you feed the hogs, meaning pigs. Meaning both Pigs 
and Cops, alike. Military even worse. High standards, depending on which unit. Blackwater is a tad ..eerr.. 
obsessed with belongings and their Ka possessions. Possessions in pural, stereo and not mono, sounds good. 
Private units. Blackwater. Yeah, that also works, but would you please look at the poor bastards foot bath 
water. Oh..man! Huh? Hogs won't eat it? That would be a first, but then know that goats will eat and drink 
anything and everything. Consume all. Good for business. Chinese goats and metal wrenches. No offence, 
Chinaman. However. You might wanna consider alchemy to lessen the pain on your teeth. That is, if you still 
got any teeth left. Apologizing to the left (pointing right). Apologizing to the right (pointing left). Huh? X. 
We need to go thatta way? The Dude looks cross-eyed? Jesus or Elvis? He sure farts a lot. Is that you, Joe? 
Oh..Jonesy. Argh. For the first time in history, not likely, people will find themselfs losing their appetite just 
by looking at a restaurants menucard. First price? Enterprise might win the day. Enterprise and smacking 
cans just might win the day, that is, if you respect nature and for the main part, respect the raw produce. 
GLOAT MAN. GLOAT. I can only but try. Ohh..Ohh..the glove is gonna come off. I hear you. The white soft 
cotton gloves slowly taken off my hands, then running it hard on both cheeks. Huh? Aye..I suppose you could 
wipe yeer ass with it. Rocket gloves? Condoms? Hear you. In aisle nine, right next to the Rocket toiletpaper 
and the Holy shroud of turdout diapers. Sainsbury, right? Sainsbury maybe even beyond first prize. Oh..no! 
First prize surplus. Where to stick it? Prefer Tesco's. David Rockefeller, Pope Benedict XVI, Jacob Rothschild, 
Prince Phillip, Queen Elizabeth (Dizzy Miss Lizzy from home care), Pope Francis, the Jesuit. What a cheerful 
crowd. Such a smiling crowd. Oh...man? They must all shop in Tesco’. All of us mere scape goats in the name 
of God, sometimes even in the name of Satan. What more in the name of love? Sometimes we cannot help 
ourselfs, smiling. Catch 22 has been around for the longest longcount calendar time, since ancient Mayan 
days. Fuck you. Well, if I may, a sword swings both ways, what can we truely do about it? Amen unto Amenta. 


Is it even fit for Human consumption? Who gets first prize of all the first prizes? Breaded fish filets. 

I normally do not barf when the purchased food merchandise hits a glowing hot pan. Thank God for certain 
condiments. Most people actually need to eat it, due to a tight budget. Baguettes? Eerr...from France? 
Vacuum packed surplus from old Subway? New Subway concept, is really good. Old Subway? 

Some cardboard bread that holds no real substance. Is it even bread. For some. Meaning money. 
Unbelieveable. Mini flutes...doable. But not the good old Hattings. I shall not judge...surplus Hattings? 
Definitely not Hattings. We might have reached a soft point in realizing that there exit different forms of 
Capitalism. Capitalism. Big letterings: (FY FOR FANDEN NAR FISKEN RAMMER PANDEN). 

God damn when the fish hit the hot glowing pan? Repetitious of me. But father like son, hired in the end of 
errors, SO one can emerge a hero with all the right answers? We used to call it idoltary. Idolisation. We once 
used to nail it to a cross. Maybe why most people choose to serve some form of capitalism, in the name of 
humanity, but the backside to certain ventures? Turn to the dark side. I have always loved a good freezer, but 
I also hate winter. Love the darkness of winter. Love the heat of summer but hate the long daylight hours. 
Just cannot win them all, unless you are rich enough for a darknest. Hoping and praying for fake news. 
Daniel Anjorin. Oh..Man? Is it really the only way to get people back to work? I will never get this scare 
mongering tactics, although it is the easiest strategy for the propulsion of society and mass production. 

I Shall not judge, being a lazy bastard, myself. Monsters inc. Kinda says it all. Turn to the dark side. 

Turn to the bright side. Summed up. There is more propulsion in laughter, than in scaremongering. 

Learn to embrace to good with the bad. And yet? Traditions? Whatever you are, in your own existence, you 
keep falling back into your own traditions of the sacred cross and all the scarecrows. Something or someone 
is most definitely set in it’s ways. What is considered sacred and what is sacrilege in the eyes of fellowman? 
Life is to become? And if we embrace both, only to mock this dead existence, itself. 

Joe Biden. USA (United States of America) will classify cannabis as a less dangerous drug. Is that you Joe? 
Jesus or Elvis? I just don’t know if it is fake news. But I am all for it. Cannabis. Hash has been around since 
the high order of plants. Neuclearus? Nah...not such plants..you know plants like daisies..buttercups and 
such. Is it the flower guy? Him with his flower shop, right next to the graveyard? Who the fuck really knows? 
But his business must be booming with all those young runners. As with everything else in existence, maybe 
we all need to ease our way into it. It’s called individual habits. What ever floats your boat. Noah must have 
reeked of animals. Yeah. Yeah. I hear you. And fear you. You love soap and water. The smell from hell? 

Well, it could be worse. Let me guess, the smell from heaven. I hear you. And fear you. Time for another 
shower. But gently does it. Gentle gently rubbing our stone skins, not causing any rupture, which only can 
complicate things, further. Rapture? I know! No sponge, hands on approach. Water and soap and hands only. 
Got you! It must be love? Yeah. Yeah. I will try and man up. Huh? A curse religion. Like the sound and pound 
of that. What else is new. Really? Same old. Same old. May she stay young. 

What I would deem as another safe conclusion. We will be debating God, the elements of Khu and Ka for all 
eternity. Duat/Dwat is not debateable it truely exists. If you have faith, but not faith in some antiquated stern 
religions locked in faul traditions. Wings. Oh..man.!. Sarah Vandella and balls deep plus balls in London fuck 
session. Must have been the Russian obligards. If I only could have been a fly on the wall. Hang on a minute.!. 
Fastfood. Oh..Man! London looks good. I do remember the sandwich with Sarah Vandella. Hot session, her 
giving head balls deep, even with the balls. Black brother must have been cross-eyed, surely. 

Sandwich London. Whauu. Sarcasm? An alternated Scotland still seeking independence? Google Soapy 
Earth. Is that so? So who the fuck was the famed William Augustus? They do say things alternate. Google 
Earth, which version? Or maybe I just had a dram too much in the old age section. Two medieval plonkers. 
One brother with an arrow launched in his eye, the other brother screaming: You're fine! You're fine... don’t 
say anything to mom! What is the dude’s name. William Tell? Wilhelm Tell? Shooting an apple off his head. 
William Tell. German: Wilhelm Tell; French: Guillaume Tell; Italian: Guglielmo Tell; Romansh: Guglielm Tell. 
Wilhelm Tell was a folk hero of Switzerland. According to the legend, Tell was an expert mountain climber 
and a marksman with a crossbow who assassinated Albrecht Gessler, a tyrannical reeve of the Austrian dukes 
of the House of Habsburg positioned in Altdorf, in the canton of Uri. Tell’s defiance and tyrannicide 
encouraged the population to open rebellion and a pact against the foreign rulers with neighbouring Schwyz 
and Unterwalden, marking the foundation of the Swiss Confederacy. Tell was considered the father of the 
Swiss Confederation. Marksmen? Most Dogs are expert marksmen when hitting the lamp posts. 


Hearing dogs barking. Might need a little work. A Stereo type something, then followed by Vincent Van 
Gogh and a Mono type something? We all got two ears, right? Ergo, the hearing, it is in Stereo. Some of the 
SpockiTech logic: So we will always be hearing in stereo, but only capable to answer back in mono. But Stereo 
is not mishearing. But most people actually prefer that option, when things tend to get out off hand. 
Returning to the breaded fish from first prize and the question. Is it even fit for human consumption? 
(Panerede fiske fileter fra first prize?). Think I still will prefer the fishsticks or fishfingers from Enterprise. 
Been a while. Let's check it out. What will they think of next. Fish without fishbones. Lovely. Why would you 
not buy them? Still need to check last sell date. Had some nice ones, once deployed in Greater London. 

All good. Amen unto Amenta. 


Forgive me. But on a different note, if I may? The question of the ancient and the divine Godly element of 
seeing. The very invention of the Camera? The inventions of an Ear camera. The famed Vagi camera. 

A horrific Ass camera. What else? Let’s not forget the long tube camera through the nose hitting your 
stomach. Must have cost through the nose. Cannot be a lie. What is it, that you seek? I am beginning to feel 
like an Android or some half mechanical Cyborg. With all due respect. Can I please get some calf sucktion, 
but through the glory hole. What's the harm? No one gets hurt, no teeth in virgin calfs. No one gets hurt, 
except for the brother behind the wall glory hole, thinking he is gonna die. Mammy’s hard milk, be it a male 
or a female virgin calf. Sometimes life just sucks the life right out off you. 

Huh? Sorry, but with all due respect. The Taoist manner of life is Wu Wei. Don't force it. Always go with the 
stream. You may need to use a rudder, but don’t ever go against the stream. Huh? Go with the flow, like a 
dead fish? Maybe that is the problem within a nut shell or a sea shell. Dangling man parts seeking dangling 
female parts. Hanging pussy lips. But that requires a blown out fanny. A past pregnancy cunt. Dilemma. 
Rudder or rubber, asked the rotter? A smoking hot seven and some lone wolf plonker with six bullits left in 
his six shooter. That is a dead given for any Russian roulette. Oh..man? Finally a real.. man? Oh..man! But 
where exactly? Well, in Oman. Huh? Lethal weapons. Let’s see now. Fists. Knees and elbows. Clubs. Guns. 
Spears. Arrows. Hammers. An axe. Machine guns. Bombs. Land mines. Nukes. War planes. Tanks. War ships. 
What else? Forks. Spoons. Knifes. Diapers. Cotton strings. Robe. Hanging robe. What else? Alcohol. 
Cigarettes. Toilet cleansing products. Pikes. Swords. Big dangling swords. Claymore. Broad sword. 

The dagger. The long sword. Samurai sword. The Ninjato sword. Cutlass. Side sword. Bastard sword. 
Crusader sword. Two handed sword is a dangling sword. Scimitar. Kukri blade also known as a Gurkha knife. 
Celtic sword. Back sword known as a Ceasar sword. Flamberge. Main Gauche. Rapier sword. Bush machete. 
Cane sword. Saber sword. Hook sword. Rondel. Sai sword. Nagamaki swords. Shin Gunto swords. Bowie 
knife. Kris sword. Bayonet. Sengese. Fire swords. Always been big on big dangling swords. What else? A 
Morning star. The Nunchuck. What else? Some plywood. Two pieces of plywood. Stones. What else? Cotton. 
Chloroform. Paper cuts. Scalpels. Surgical Blades. Paper clips. Peanuts. Condoms. Paper napkin. The Rocket 
toilet paper. The holy shroud of turdout diapers. What else? Feathers and pens. The ancient choice between a 
butcher's knife or the feather of a scribe. Fun and yet not funny at all. Raw sex of the snail women is the most 
feared element of all. Extremely hot Lava Vulva corpulation till the cock swells so hard that both fuckers end 
up glued together, not being able to seperate from eachother. We hear of such stories, but do not believe in 
them. Because we never tried it ourselfs, despite many corpulations. But summed up, basically two idiots 
getting hospitalized on an ambulance strecher, glued together. We all heard of those stories done by the 
milking snail women. Sex being a totally feared element. So feared some people actually chose to glue their 
asses to their toilet seat, using super glue. But also ending up getting hospitalized. Home sweet home? 

Snails are hermafrodites of nature and when they corpulate they kinda look like a open clamp. Some blown 
out pussy. The past pregnancy cunt. The more you ponder those sexual elements. The more you ponder the 
mystery of the dead life. Ending up in the worship of the dead life. I am guessing here, but snail sex must be 
the most feared element of all. It is official, I am afraid of snails. Also fearing both milk cow and glory hole 
calf. Most people might even call it or name it to be love. The blunder of a lifetime. Feeling Morgan Freeman 
free and then rancor fucking a lot of greedy Lava Vulvaes. Oh..boy! I feel the swell on me, right now. I am also 
a bad Morgan Freeman impressionist. I am, in general, a really really really bad actor. 

Sex and ..eerr.. weapons must have led to many a confusions, globally. Look at the size of his ..eerr..gun. 
Lorne sausage meat or some sausage mix...not gonna be vegan popular, tonight! As with most vegan dishes. 
Add bacon. Even better add smoked bacon or smoked ham. Maybe some prime beef. Me sa like. 


Let us just ponder those words: The worlds greatest lover? Let us just ponder those words: The worlds 
greatest loser? Not losing any temperament. But how? Can I even think of any person? Nah...all suffered 
ridicule upon ridicule for fourty years. Chefs. Pop stars. Pornstars. Politicians. The worlds greatest lovers. 
All get the ridicules and all ending up settling for a mirror. Reflection. Truth. Alarmy. Why fuck it up? 

I just don't get it. Red-wines and wine alcohol range. They are typically around 11-14% ABV, although some 
can be as high as 14.5% ABV. Maybe leave certain things alone. Like fine wines. But certain traditions? 
Everybody will always seek to renew their Enterprise, but there are certain things and element we shouldn't 
tamper with. Law of toxinity being one of them. Traditions? Don’t get me started. Amen unto Amenta. 


Looking at my timer. Clock says 5:55. 555 - change. I just might anger today. Let’s just see what the day 
brings. I see what you are trying to pull. It says conviction. 777 - conviction. It does not spell conversion. 

But hey, it’s a free world? Lemur Semur...auuch. Der har vi vist veeret for..!.. mange mange mange gange. 
These visuals are funny. Mufaarh Eblis holding a small dagger, as always cleaning it in his sleave, then cutting 
some apple eating it. Somewhere else. Adam and Eve in figleafs. Adam cleaning his dagger on his bare arm, 


in spring of our disappearing bees and a mainstay of bouquets picked by children for their mothers. 
Dandelions are a sign of a safe, non-toxic lawn for your family, wildlife and pets. Long live Dandelions. Huh? 
Some Dandelions salad, non-toxic or not, too bitter. I tried. Toxinity of soil in flower? Another king lion 
grasping at straws. Weirdly enough always the same shitkicking rigmaroll. Dandelions also known as the 
green keepers delight. May those fucking golf coarses just overgrow. 


Those three are the most boring company, in all of existence. So boring you will die from boredom. 

It really takes some time to get use to. Maybe any Mayan King requires a special kind of loving. King Julien: 
The glove is definitely off. A five fingered glove on a real hard and stiff Boo Hoo? That is gonna look real odd, 
unless you be a cow? 


Spidey on snappy: Five tits on a cow. Sci-fi woman with five tits. Interesting! Inflation in the titty industry. 
Three titties leading unto five titties. Highly interesting. Oh...titties but now, found on the back. Oh...that is 
new. Also highly interesting. Highly tittilating with all those inflating back problems. Many men suffering 
from severe back problems. Thrustiangitis. Well, sounds latin enough. I will take it. Well, take it from me. 
Huh? 


Allah isra. The word? We did all ask for something profound. The Weave unto the un-Weave. It might just be 
lightning love? Lost souls. Sometimes we find ourselfs on street level. Buying books from hindu people. I do 
remember, one dude, that sold me one of those hindu books. I have read a lot of those hindu books, but one 
did stand out. It had a blue front cover. I am afraid that I lost that book long ago. But it was filled with a lot of 
profound wisdom. I remember that we haggled over the price. He must have been down on his luck. I could 
only afford a tener, which is a pound or a quid. Still hoping that his luck turned around. One conclusion. One 
fact. One Confaction: We cannot renew ourselfs without a grumpy wall. We cannot renew ourselfs without a 
crying wall. We cannot renew ourselfs without some resistance, towards tears. But to make it a tradition or a 
doctrin. It can only become a hard old world. For how long must we haggle over the price of souls? 

Not tending the Ka. The struggle over the dead body of Moses leaps to mind, although it only can be at the 
roots of Christianity. The mystery of history's repeat. The very last words of the Record’Daaaree. The last 
words. The question will then always amount to this: What was, his or her last words, spoken unto me? 

The very words granted or given, unto me. The word, itself! Is it or was it, the very last word, itself? Is the 
very last word, then a God given, or is the word a God granted? Huh? I Just wouldn't know. El duci Nonni II. 
Sexy hot, I just woodn't know? Nicks and the old devil. Today using the word mister Buttercup! Huh? Where 
is he at? Right up in her. Ohh .!. Allah isra. So what is the opener and the closer? Allah isra, apparently? The 
opener. 


Once upon a time beyond the fabric of time, itself. A birth of tales once upon a time, beyond the fabric of 
creation, itself. Creation. A myst of creation. The mist of creation. Stones floating, from the great 
destructive cosmic event, in the lost void of matter upon matter, binding it by pure force. 

The binding of the Holy Trinity. The binding of the Holy Djinns. Matter collided unto matter and binding 
the planet of Earth, past it’s own destruction, by the hand of the Creator’s thought. 

The drop of life, like blood spilled upon the curseth Earth. An Egyptian Ankh of life, creating a heaven 
for Binah. The tear of black Binah. Her seeing element, the pupil in the iris, the pupils in our seeing eyes, 
to birth beauty, but only to gaze upon the horrors of hell’s fury. And so all of the creatures, 

became angelical self-aware. Angelical self-awareness. Creating a tear in the eye of Ra. 

The externals of the Djinns, with the powers to bind and all the animals became smitten by the internal 
binding of immortal souls, the internals. Possessed and protected by the eternal Djinns. The creature 
itself, becoming self-aware. Trees shooting through the dark soil of old religion, but only to birth an 
ancient Luciferian reign, by some old Entish trees, always tending crowns, but also reducing men, to 

be nothing more than wood. A mighty tree, that is lost, endlessly seeking the dark, it’s dead roots always 
seeking light, in order to harnish the light, so it may birth crowns. 

A lost tree with ten branches seeking ten roots, and not tending it’s own crown. The Green crowns that 
birth our air, holding the Djinns. The Mayan Crown holding the divine count of twenty. 

A long count calendar coming full circle. The Slave labour by female labor, done by a dead spine, 

not being able to curl nor twirl, nor to be crowned at the summit of mountains. 

The orphants of the dead roots. 

Therefore try the Eastern promise. Therefore do have mercy on all of our souls, bearing crowns and 
crosses. Be it the crown of a Mayan or the crown of a Pharaoh. The Cobra and the Vulture. No Crown 
without trust and no Crown without roots. No mind without knowing and no minds without words. 

No sound without birds and no singing without any vibrations. No self without ego, which is a God given. 
No wisdom without the shadow of a doubt, which is a God given. No heart without sense and no soul 
without a heart. No beauty without any strength and no beast without any fornications. 

No mercy without pity, which is a God granted. No body without a vessel and no Ka without a pod. No 
origin without roots and no roots without the crown of beasts. No soul without insights, which is a God 
given. No realms without a base and no home for the homeless of hearts. Therefore crucify the Gods and 
God, alike. In the name of love. What more in the name of love. Fairytales of flesh and blood, resurrected 
by the blood of the Ancients, by the forceful powers of the almighty Djinns. Amen. The Night elfs always 
seeking the dawn, but at nighttime. Therefore, always call in the name of Ra, holding the day, twilight 
and night. Holding Dawn, Twilight and Dusk. Amen unto Amenta. 


Allah isra. 


The founding of the four fathers. The last four pages. Brodet fra den armlose bager. Hvor surdejsbredet dog 
bare smager. The bread from the armless baker. How the sour dough bread really tastes good. Sour dough 
buns (!) ? Inspirationel text: 


1, 25 gram geer. 

2.5 dl lunken vand. 

3. 1 tsk. flydende honning (eller sukker). 

4. 100 gram fuldkorns hvedemel (f.eks grahamsmel, speltmel glands hvedemel mm). 
5. 125 gram havregryn, finvalset. 

6. 1 -2 tsk. Salt. 

7.500 gram hvedemel. 

8. yoghurt natural, sammenpisket eg eller vand til pensling. 


Collating some recipes, but summed up: 


. 25 g yeast. 

. 5-7 dl boiled but half cooled water. 

. 1 teaspoon of honey or brown cane sugar. 

. 100 grams whole wheat flour. (Eewww) (some sour dough solution). 

. 125 grams of oats (Eewww). 

. 1 - 2 teaspoons of salt. 

. 500 grams of white wheat flour. 

. Glased with yougurt natural, whipped eggs, both whites and yokes or some water. 


COND WN 


Sour dough buns for McDonald's Filet O’ Fish. Thinking out of the box. The McDonalds box. Filet O’ Fish. 
We can still get the Filet O’ Fish, I see. Also good, not meant as critic. But maybe some sour dough buns 
instead? Just a tad more substance in the buns. But being Enterprise, easier with just one or three buns. Still a 
bit more substance, please. Kan opskriften mon udliciteres? I wonder will my fish sticks fit the buttered toast 
breads. Two or three fish sticks? Four or five? But the Tatar sauce, cant afford it. Ohh...poor bastard. Better 
get out my famed Fly gauge measurement instrument. Certain elements are still a bloody mystery? We still 
need to account for the fishsticks that slighty skrink past the fry procedure. Will the toast bread, totally align 
with the fishsticks? 222 or 555? No? What is the world coming to? Hatting havde rufler pa et tidspunkt. 100% 
surdej. Halfler var maske mere derhen ad. Maybe a thirdler of a Halfler. Men foretraekker generelt det lyse 
bred. Mon den kan udliciteres som fern medicin. Buddet stonnede da han satte varerne? Har du fjernet hans 
medicin, grundet ordet tele medicin og fjern medicin. Poor bastard. Being a member of the Craft? The Earth 
Syndicate, name it whatever you wanna name it. Sun weddings. Moon weddings and Earth weddings, what- 
ever, Earth weddings, which I assume some do call burials. I mean this place? Oh..brother or otter! 

Trying to see things in a positive light. Beginning to pass out on music? Need sleep then play music and 

long playlist. But also remember Lisa Simpsons wise words. If you see a toilet in your dreams never ever use 
it. 4:44 Protection. Nice? The time then jumps till 4:48. Jesus or Elvis? Poor old Joe and the juice. Was it the 
juice? The President of the United States. What do you take me for. It must have been a windy day. Problably 
blowing from my direction? A dram a drop. Former seal? Dunno, but he sure took a dive! For fucks sake 
man! The more you ponder this zebra shit. Some swell going in and some swell going out. Eating and shitting, 
the more we all ask the question: Any naturelaws left on this planet? Density? Farting. Then simply reply: You 
were saying. It that you Joe? Good point! The more the merrier. 2000 sex videoes or even more...who can find 
the time pinning a single scapegoat. More important is food. But some food and cooking videoes. Oh..Man. 
Will never eat out of mammy’s freezer or fridge again! The homemade cleansing recipies. Besides...if it works 
it truely work, most shite is just someone that sells retorics or selling coca cola and soapbars or what ever. If it 
works, it works, right! Wanna try it. Nah...been shafted way too many times, besides cannot afford it. 
Scrubbing pots and pans...that would be a first for me. Right! Gordie? You ever seen such miracles? Laura and 
her girls must be real rich, Gordie. Laura Ingalls? Nah! But she is a lesbian and kinda into girls, by the looks 
of it. Tits? Nah! A sword swings both ways, sometimes even a whole three times or more, said the whore. 
Sword on both tits? Nah! She must be packing some kind of sword, then? Who? 


Well, you're the one that know her not me? Maybe she is hungry, Gordie? Well do you wanna get to know 
her? Dude, I am face blind .!. Actually blind in so so so many ways that you wouldn't fathom half of it. 

Laura Elizabeth Ingalls Wilder (February 7, 1867 - February 10, 1957) was an American writer. The Little 
House on the Prairie series of children’s books, published between 1932 and 1943, were based on her 
childhood in a settler and pioneer family. New word coming up. A blind reader. Some might name it a 
crooked cross. Is the wings of the cross, then not tilted? But to which side? To the left or to the right? 

My right would then be a mirrored seven. My left would then be a seven. Oh..here we go..here’s trouble. 
Definitely a mirrored number seven. Like the seven years of bad luck by a broken mirror. Always, and for all 
eternity, standing by the number six. Water. Fire. Air. Matter. Spirit. Soul. The buck stops at six. It truely does. 
But how is that statement gonna be misused? Mister Death just called and said he just wanted his life back. 
PROBLEM. Dont really think that he is accustomed to it. Alas. The catchy title of the book: The everyday 
dawn of dilemma. Glory hole cock to go, but in the soup? The Cooks Sunday School. Soup or Sauce? Alas. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


A blind reader? Think I have been there countless times before. What the hell is this author trying to tell me? 
The Sea Otter brother? Huh? See other brother. Oh...damn! Plain ground plane. Priceless and timeless. 

My dad can kick your dad’s ass any day. Taleban...is it even allowed to speak? Is there any need to speak, any 
need to vibrate the air? asked the Ouroboros. Maybe if you love music and musicians, but not exactly loving 
the everyday talk of dull. Iam gonna be the man. A million on my soul. A million souls on my mind and 
soul. Still hung up on the gender issues, in order to escape the time-issues. But still fixed on the talk gender 
origination. The belief and faith in the almighty Serpent’s alchemy. Maybe choose to believe in something else 
than the traditional belief systems of God. The quick fix of traditions. Maybe embrace all the elements of soul. 
Embrace all the six eternal elements. Water. Fire. Air. Matter. Spirit. Soul. Don’t all males, all of a sudden, look 
like male chauvinistic pigs. A tooth for a tooth. An eye for an eye. A million souls for my soul. I am gonna be 
the man. I am gonna beat the man. From the Abyss. The well of souls will always be fighting your own Spirit 
with spirits. Also known as Karma. Allah isra. A sword always swings both ways. Allah isra. For as long as 
there may be life. Allah isra. Amen unto Amenta. 


Huh? Dry cumming or not. But you don't even know what I am talking about, do you? Orgasmic energies 
and you still don't know what I am talking about. Oh..boy! Coming or cumming? Two bitches or an old hag? 
What a drag. Can only speak for myself. But if you get off, you will always be contend with yourself and not 
really giving a shite. Some even name it human nature. Ain't that the truth. Truth must have been out, 
hanging out, for at least four decades, if not, four centuries. My marker might still be the year of 1866 AD. 
Iam gonna build myself a real man? With what, exactly? Asked Pinocchio? Bitches going haywire on the 
wire. The more you ponder this shite, right? Broken merchandise (a merchant's dice), rolling the dice. 
Circumsition. What kind of business is that? Is it to be Spam or Rump Steak, right? Calling out. Danger, 

Will Robinson, I am low on Whiskey. The SpockiTech is low on Whiskey. Why can't some people, not simply 
do what they are told? Huh? I did order two units. Let us all guess, trying to justify the replace button? Such a 
wise man. Such a ..eerr.. nice man. A Vice man, definitely not in Los Angeles. Japanese cooking in 

Los Angeles. Dagens discount sushi i Danmark (Denmark). (Rugbrod med peber kippers og kogte 

basmati ris). And yet, we all go through it. A Master Chef that needs to filet the dragonfish past it’s toxic 
glances. This dish might kill you. I just can’t wait. Kinda tried it. I tasted it. It really tastes, not like shit, but 
too bland. (Maybe Gordon’s vocabulary rubbed off on me?). Fuck me. Fuck this. Fuck that. But summed up, 
it is just too bland and just too boring. Try some spice? Whereas those rice cubes...was it some nice Japanese 
shashami...or something rather. Some Salmon...some green paste and rice and red Caviar. Uhmm. Uhmm. 
Uhmm. Thought I died and went to heaven. As goes for law of toxinity and alcohol. Well, I just wouldn't 
know, but word has it that it amounts to 70cl and 51.5% alcohol. But in knowing you, you just want to go 
Wild Turkey with it’s 50.5% alcohol, right? Very asexual of you. Despite the 101 adds. One on one. Sexy, for 
some! She sure could blow a cock, by the looks of it. I mean, balls deep! Oh, man! Dreamy Creamy Dreamy. 
Most men and even Gordie, so tired out on the fucking blue and red Mister Spidey. But he is prettier than the 
old black and white television and much prettier than the old black and white french porno. Totally tired out 
on Spiders. On Ants. Even tired out on honey roasted Ants. Tired out on Mice. Tired out on Rats. Snakes. 
What else. I definitely tired out on Elephants on the Elephant Pooh day, be they royals or not. 


Tired? Me too. So tired of animals cried the Zoo keeper. Still timeless and priceless. Priceless and timeless. 
My dad can kick your dad’s ass any day. The Danish ban on knifes. Now not even allowed a God damn box 
cutter. I would have left this country eons ago, thinking further upon it. No knife. So how to cook an Ele- 
phant? Well, for starters a really, really, really big frying pan. That must be your own god damn troll nean- 
derthal forehead speaking and you still don't MOTHERFUCKING get it. But I guess, that one joke, must 

be wearing crutches by now. Sounds too old, Doctor Piss. Taking my daily piss, Whiskey, praying for some 
moderation and a spine. With Doctors it is always a “we”, when passing the fucking bucket. We can also use 
a syringe, if you are hardcore enough. Why the fuck should I? Get. Get. Get and stay the fuck away from me. 
I so hate needles said the pin cousin (Cushion?). Auuch..me being a big pussy, often followed by a big flying 
hammer? From where. I just don't know. A bit like the statement: 

Yes! Good Sir. I am a fully abled bodied man, a true craftman, and will gladly fix the hole in the roof of your 
bothy. How? Simple. Metal plates and nails. Huh? But in Scotland? Drip. Drip. Drip. Huh? That is what she 
said? Tullamore Dew, old Dee sold out? Tullamore Dew. What does it say on the back. Did I even, ever turn 
her over? She is even pretty without the make-up. Argh...pooch, isn’t that everso charming. Dee. Oh, that is 
one old hard liquor, man! Lick her? Gladly .!. Huh? You might wanna watch them taste buds, Son! 

Then getting a taste of her butt. Licking her ass, this can only get worse. Damn .!. You too. U2 is still a good 
band and still good music. Laura Ingalls is a really hot bitch, too? Oh, what an angel, balls deep too. 

Deep coating? Tic-Toc, Motherfucker. Ballantines is sold out. Sold out or is it in reference to the Ballantines 
bottle cap? Metal or Plastic? We were told to avoid plastic(but not credit cards) and stick with what we know. 
So having it both ways. Modern Plastic Ballantines bottle caps with metal incasing. Should settle it. I know 
this one in advance. Double trouble equals more money. Two caps when we basically can settle for one. 
Well, have it you way, oldtimer. Funny. But I still remember it from my childhood. 70s. 

Dagens presse skriver? Problably fuck all. 

But I wouldn't be surprised if it derives from past 1945. The 50s. Trying to recall where I picked it up? 
Svikmollen? Oh, thank fuck! My delivery. She pregnant? Males can't get pregnant. 

Nah! Referring to my Whiskey Delivery. Lets make a note of it. This stays between you and me. 

Laughing or crying? Both. Old british routine of tieing the knot on # 935. 1st of Aunt May. 

How time flies? Must be the oldest question on record. Hvor mange timer er der i grunden i dognet? 
Argh...one of those months. Things you will never see in your life. Mermaids. Dragons. Dinosaurs. Christ. 
Oh, Christ...what a dull life. If you were raised without Moses. If you were raised without Christ. If you were 
raised without Mohammed. Even raised without God. Would you then believe in God, yet alone, believe in 
the founding of the four fathers? The United States of America. Which still is considered as mankinds last 
hope in many parts of the world. And if it turns out that all matter is distorted through time and space, would 
you even believe in anything at all. There is always the socalled last hope. Even that is repetitious in nature 
and reoccuring in our history. Mad. The reason to such madness, is the fact, that when the ills and deaths 
visit upon our families, the only words we can utter are the words: May he or she be in a better place. 
Clinging onto a faith of lost hope. The faith being that death is a mere illusion. That we must cling unto trying 
to cope emotionally. A bit mad. We will end up coming across as being too cold. But let's face it. Maybe the 
Lady’s last thoughts. My next security driver, let’s just hire a nutter from the local nut house. Mad Max. 

The Ram being the bloody car, itself. Maybe just choose to believe in yourself, despite whatever will follow, 
despite whatever the consequences will be. But remember to keep the foot off the gas pedal. Despite the time 
issues and book volumes read, movies watched and music listened to, I can only conclude, that I at one point, 
must have been seeking God. But ending up with a Cod seeing it’s last extra virgin olive oil. 

Becoming a seeker. Being a seeker of Seker. But ending up in the worship of the inner Kingdom. Ending up 
in the Salomon worship of the kingdom of invisibility. God as icon or idol. Really no need. The Kingdom of 
heaven is within you. And whosoever shall know himself shall find it. Egyptian book of the Dead. Getting 
lost in Ani's wig. I think everybody knows what I am referring to: The Egyptian book of the Dead and the 
many crow religions that it has spawned. From Moses, to Christ, to the last Prophet Mohammed. Full circle. 
Like an eclipsed Moon. A (Morningstar). A Nightstar. A Lunar eclipse. A Solar eclipse. Amen unto Amenta. 


I even have to survey my sleep patterns. The morse code on my cluttering teeth. Even that old jawbone lock 
on yarning. Jawbone connected to? That one takes time. Yarning and we can't hear a fucking thing, yet alone, 
the hidden commands. Jawbone connected to? Jawbone problably connected to Hafnia insurance, for sure? 


fuck up. Boys will be boys .!. Oh..black mamma must be mad. Uuuh. Uuuh. Cuckoo. Those inner visuals are 
just too saucey sexy hot. Need to eat some toothpaste today (blockers). Just not used to this shite. I’m sorry, 
it looks like your bag is too heavy for the plane. You'll have to remove some items and put them into your 
carry-on, which is going on the same plane. Precious stones and Stansted airport. Been there. Choosing my 
fig leafs (clothes) over precious stones (balls?). Might have been DADAs entire life savings, come to think 

of it. Maybe a gullible (gullable) faith in fellowman and thickness runs in the family? Feel a bit dumb today. 
Oh, well. Might as well pack it in. Det er jo sa jul hver dag? Huh? A mere prawn growing into a loobster? But 
how? HELLO. Hvornar vagner du op bag skeermen der, Jens Vejmand? Altsa du er sa SATANS fatsvag en 
idiot og fatter det fandenme vist ikke selv. For fanden da en stupid idiot. Still not talking to myself nor 
addressing myself. You fuck. Think everybody just dawned globally, like every dull dawned day. Oh..Fuck 


(Scorcid) factor something or rather. A Super Super Super Duper strong sauce. Is it just me? The dish appears 
to be smoking before hitting the pan. The eternal battle, promille versus procentage. Apply the spawn once 
more? Thinking about it. This time round. Maybe just one spoonful. If there will be any spoon left. Stop lying. 
It is all build on natures produce, the best money could buy. No one really buys it these days, because there is 
too many Serpent's alchemists around, these days. We recommend all pious persons to propagate this 
devotion, to spread this consoling association as far as they are able. God or Cod, grant that this devotion 
make take deep root in these deep throating days of egoism of sensuality, and of little faith; and that soon, by 
this simple means, there may not be a single Tabernacle in the world, which will not become a spiritual home 
upon the Earth, a foretaste of our everlasting home in Heaven. ASPIRATION. Let us pray. Let us, with Mary 
Immaculate, adore, thank, pray to and console the most sacred heart of Jesus in the blessed Sacrament. 200 
days each time? Pius X. Don't know about you, folks. To pray this prayer for 200 days. That is like half a year. 
Like 6 months? I simply do not have the spine. But those that abide unto the doctrin, surely have something 
named devotion. Surely? For the record. 19th century. December 1904 AD. Hang on a minute? Let me see 
now. The famed Egyptian cuisine? Nah! Not really ringing any bells? Maybe the fried wig soup? As goes for 
the Devil's indian cuisine. The Devil's eggs and brine. Will I survive till tomorrow? Really really spicy. A dish 
so strong that it never burns in the pan. Will the pan burn the dish or the dish burn the pan? HOT. HOT. 
HOT. HOT. HOT. HOT. Think I still got tongue! Not really sure, at this point? Running dial, in denial. 
Running dial, in denial. Fart. Might be the best guess work ever. An eternal brunette bitch and an eternal 
blondie bitch that keeps fighting over males, but both bitches are cloaking it as an eternal male fight, father 
against son, dubbed as a Holy war. The whore of Babylon. At least, a Jihad is a Holy war, but fought by minds 
and not fought by weapons. Therefore it is a Holy war and not war. Therefore we can all only but dawn in the 
eternal war, till you, yourself may fathom the concept of Jihad. The love message of Christ. A Dawn upon 

a dawn, but only to utterly mourn. Of course rounding this page 44 off like the 44th president. One might 
ask: The word Christ still remains. Is that to justify the bible? Hell no, but it justifies the new testament and 
not the old testament. We have been at this junction before. Gideon publishing the new testament only. The 
claim is then this. In order to fathom the bible in it’s entirety you need the old testament. I beg to differ. The 
New testament has it’s own key named the Revelation. A full work is the new testament with it’s own codex or 
key. The new testament requires the element of thought and reflection. Leading unto the question, I wonder? 
Who was the worlds biggest selling author? Agatha Christie is acknowledged as the all time best-selling 
fiction author. It is estimated that she has sold over 2 billion copies of her books. Her book sales are only 
exceeded by The Bible and the works of William Shakespeare. But the truth of Agatha Christie might just 

be an overly overworked nurse so tired of white males black feet that she wrote ten little niggers in protest. 
Guess she ended up being really into black males, like most white women eventually do. Let’s name it the 
white skinned rulers syndrom of laziness. Hindi or Hindues got another name for it. Who can forget the 
black bull in Kenya or was it in Uganda, walking down the street. The muscular build on that black bull. Oh, 
man .!. Not one woman could keep their eyes off him. Maybe some truth to this. Slaves equals a very good 
muscular build, very sexy. Me, small whitey, normally taking a strole down the street looking a big tits, but 
always getting hit by hard metal lamp posts. Despite these texts, which I highly suspect never ever will get 
published, I still think it is safe to conclude, that three names never will die out. Three names that will remain 
forever. Moses, Christ, Mohammed/Mohammad. Three unto four? Asked the whore. Amen unto Amenta. 


